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That this work may pay homage to the Blessed Trinity and for the 
benefit of all life... 

Someone told me that nothing is impossible because the word says 
I'm Possible to which I replied: 'Equality is Possible'. 

...for My Family 



Seven signs of a psycho. 


"I hate you" she said with a gun in her left hand and a glass of 
whiskey leaving her right hand flying at my forehead. The glass 
shatters above my left eye. The blood blinds me but I can clearly 
hear what she is saying. 

"Men like you need to die. You are a piece of shit." She says and 
then pistol whips me. I am knocked unconscious. 

Only two weeks earlier we met and after a week she professed 
her love for me. I should have known something was wrong. I 
should have been more aware of the signs of a psycho. There 
are seven signs of a psycho. 

I met her on a Wednesday, which is the first sign. If she wants a 
first date on a day other than Friday or Saturday, she might be 
psychotic. The traditional weekend is considered date night for a 
reason violating these traditions is a sign that one is a psycho. I 
brought her a single red rose. I was very comfortable seated in 
one of my regular haunts. It is a coffee shop in Fullerton, 
California. 

We drank coffee and smoked the occasional cigarette until the 
sun went down. Then we migrated to an Italian restaurant. 

"Where did you go to high school?" She asked as she sipped a 
whiskey sour. She wanted to know so much about my past and 
that is a sign of a psycho so I lied. 

"La Mirada high school, I graduated in 1999." Lying is not one of 
the signs of a psycho because you are never sure if one is lying 
or not so I always assume that others are lying because of the 
simple fact that I am lying. If you think about it makes sense. 

I ordered a salad so she wouldn't think I was a fatty... She ate 
some pasta primavera while sipping on more whiskey. She drank 
very slowly. The ice in the drink had almost melted away. She 
began munching on the slivers of ice between bites of pasta. 



Chewing ice is a sign one is a psycho... 


So a date on Wednesday and chewing ice are the first two signs 
one is a psycho. As the night went on we left the Italian 
restaurant and headed to a quiet, dimly lit bar to get to know 
each other better. I insisted because the more quiet the easier to 
talk and figure out how psycho this woman really was. 

Although I slyly hinted at sex, she decided we should part ways. 

"So you want to go back to my place and fuck?" Sly. 

"I think I will leave now." She didn't finish her whiskey. She must 
have been sauced to pass up the invitation. "This has been fun 
but. . She walked out without finishing what she was saying; 
incidentally this is a sign of a psycho. 

I paid the check and tried to follow her outside to catch her to say 
something more to her. She drove off leaving gravel in my teeth. 
No date has ever gone so well. 

She called me the next day... 

"Hey, I thought we would wait a couple of days before calling 
you." She said. 

"Oh I decided to make..." She cut me off. 

"I really don't think I want to talk to you while I am at work. 

Please don't call me..." 

"You'll call me." I interrupted. 

She hung up the phone. 

On our glorious date she had mentioned that she teaches yoga 
at the Y. I signed up for one of her classes. 

I smoke exactly seven cigarettes in the twenty minutes before the 
class started. I threw them under the no smoking sign in the 



puddle of spit I made while smoking. I wanted to make a good 
impression this time so I brought cologne in my gym bag. I 
wanted to tell her all the wonderful things about her from the last 
date, so I made them up. 


"What are you doing here?" she asked. She was wearing a black 
outfit with a blue scarf and grey hoodie. The blue of the scarf 
brought out the green in her eyes. 

"I thought stretching would be good." 

"You smell like cheap cigarettes." She leaned forward to hit me 
but turned and went inside. "I'm calling the police you should 
leave, asshole." 

"You haven't cause to call the police and I am just a student and 
acquaintance." 

"You are disturbing the peace." 

"I've done no such thing..." I turn and walk back to my car. She 
stands at the entrance of the Y. Another sign one is a psycho is 
that one gives what one could sell... she volunteers at the Y; 
teaching the classes for free. At dinner she said that they do give 
her money but she donates the money to the poor at a church 
around the corner. 

I am sitting in my apartment reading the emails she had sent me. 
They captured my heart. They gave me a hard-on. So few people 
can be descriptive enough in writing to arouse desire, she is one 
of these people. I lie in bed dreaming of the other night at coffee 
and the Italian restaurant. I fall asleep. 

The next day at work I decide to call her and ask her out for 
drinks. 


"I'm changing my phone number faggot!" she yells through the 
phone. Luckily I know where she goes for drinks with her friends 
after work. She works for a temp agency in Brea, California. Up 



the street is a billiard club where some of the men from her office 
go. Some of the women from the agency follow; she is one of 
these. The fifth sign one is a psycho is the tendency to travel with 
the heard. Fitting in with the in crowd is always a sure sign one is 
psychotic. 

I leave the office early to change out of my work uniform and into 


something far more suitable for playing pool. I head over to 
Diamonds billiards on Birch in Brea around seven that evening. 

She is sipping whiskey at one of the pool tables with on the more 
homely men in her office. She puts down her glass and picks up 
her cue. He is making some feeble move teaching her how to set 
the cue ball up for the next shot by using masse. 

"Masse shots are for pussies." I comment as I walk to the table 
and nudge her. 

"Get out of here. You need to leave me alone, you fucking freak." 
She looks beautiful when she is angry. To tell you the truth she 
looks beautiful in any situation. 

I ignore her and walk to the bar and order a beer. 

"Buddy I don't need any problems. You should go." The 
bartender says. I flash him my badge. 

"When you have a problem, who do you turn to, buddy?" He 
brings my beer. 

One of the signs that one is a psycho is women not liking police 
officers. Ninety percent of the attraction to becoming a cop is the 
pussy. Women love men in uniform. Or so I thought until I met 
this one... 

She is at the table still pretending to suck at this game. Women 
do this so that a man will stand behind them and help them with 
their form. I will put a stop to this. 



"Hey asshole! Put the cue ball back on the table." Her coworker 
says to me as he threatens me with the cue. I pull out my gun. 


"Drop the weapon, sir." I point my .38 at his nose and move 
forward and he drops the cue on the ground before him. The 
fucking cunt steps between us. 

"I'll go with you... just leave him alone." She says. We walk out of 
the billiard club to my parked car. I open the door for her. 
Regardless of anything I am a gentleman first. 


At this point in any relationship I stop caring about the signs of a 
psycho. But the last sign of a psycho will be evident at any 
moment. 

She is silent on the way back to my place. 

"I've been thinking about doing this for the last two weeks." She 
says as we get out of my car. Score. . .she was just playing hard 
to get. I think I am falling love. 

"Hurry... I'm so hot." She pulls me into the house and I slam the 
door. I take off my jacket and holster. And we head into the 
bedroom. 

"Just a second, I need to pee first." She gets up and goes into 
the hallway. I assume she goes into the bathroom. I take off my 
shirt. As I lay on the bed I hear some talking. She comes into the 
room with my gun in her left and her phone in the right. 

"Okay you will be here in five minutes... Thank you." She hangs 
up. "That gives me time to tie you up and pour myself a drink." 
She says as she motions for me to get up and got out into the 
hallway. The gun she has isn't the only gun in the house but I 
don't want to get any further in to shit. She handcuffs me to a 
dining room chair and this is where the story ends... or is it where 
it began? 



. . .or Somewhere Thereabouts 


When you work in retail, you have most of the day to think about 
matters totally unrelated to the task at hand, anyone who works 
in this field knows this fact unless they don't think much at all. 
You'll find people who fail to have a solid thought in their brains 
quite often. I can testify to this occurrence. I rarely think while at 
work. Time passes much more quickly when you are out of your 
mind. By that, I mean that the most defining characteristic of an 
insane person is the inability to know what day it is or tell time on 
a clock face. These people often use organizers and digital 
clocks. Turning life into routine is the goal of the functioning 
insane. 

The insane use buzz words like multitasking and "being a team 
player". Everyone knows that while at work you hate all your co¬ 
workers and are frequently interrupted while doing one thing after 
another in a semi-sequential order. Note to the reader: taking the 
author too seriously can cause temporary insanity the way 
masturbation causes blindness in lab rats and experimental 
capybara explosions. 

What does this all have to do with anything? Nothing, this all has 
nothing to do with what is currently going on in the world. 
Escaping into the void of space may be a plausible explanation 
for the missing dinosaurs but the alien dinosaurs getting lost in 
space just sounds like a load of horseshit. But I'll tell you how I 
came to these conclusions while I worked at a gas station. 

Alpha-Centauri is a long way away. Although it is the closest 
solar system, it is still far away. How could aliens get lost, aren't 
they supposed to be super intelligent. Well that is neither here 
nor there. I was working at a gas station, night shifts mostly. My 
co-worker was a meth-addicted Arabic man. His name escapes 
me but why don't we call him Joe. The gas station is located in 
Whittier on the corner of Leffingwell and Santa Gertrudes or 
somewhere thereabouts. 



Joe liked meth, maybe he still does but nonetheless he was a 
tweaker. Now most of this story has little to do with Joe the 
tweaker and everything to do with me the schizophrenic who 
talks to dinosaurs from outer space who used to call the Earth 
home. They came mostly out of curiosity to get to know an 
average human. They said I was average this is a step up, most 
woman wish I were taller because they see me as short. I was 
elated, joyous and welcomed the attention of the little purple 
creatures. Don't get me wrong not everyone of the aliens was 
purple some were lavender, red, blue but I never saw a green 
one, never. 

It was strange to think back to when I sat out on a milk crate in 
front of a gas station smoking cigarettes. That night Joe couldn't 
find any foil. ..his favorite method of getting high was to freebase. 
And no foil means: no meth smoking. Although, he could have 
smoked it out of an empty bottle of beer or used one of the glass 
cylinders in the coffee machine, freebasing was his preferred 
method. Then they would not have come to visit me for the first 
time if Joe was at the store. 

Now I want to emphasize this again, the insane don't know much 
about time. Clock faces and not knowing what day it is are the 
earmarks of insanity. I hate to repeat myself but I came strolling 
in that day not knowing if I should be at work but I figured that I 
work the night shift so I could be right and worse case scenario I 
go home with a bottle of beer and some chips. Joe always knew 
what the day was and had a great watch. I did not wear watches 
because of my affliction. 

The chronically peppy Joe greeted me. I didn't always work with 
him sometimes I worked with this white kid named Matt who was 
on a Jesus trip. I made shit up about religion just to get under his 
skin, real hippy-dippy shit. But that was before my dinosaur 
friends. After that, you could say I was a pious man. As Joe grew 
tired, the need for foil arose. So after some debating with himself 
he went across the street to another gas station. He stayed 
awhile. They must have had foil and straws of course never 



forget the straws. I went outside to smoke cigarettes dangerously 
close to the gas pumps while sitting on a milk crate. This was 
how the night went after one got the cleaning done. By one, I 
don't mean we shared the duties or switched off. I cleaned; Joe 
stocked the cooler so he could drink beer and smoke near the 
fans. 

On the day shifts, I would talk to my boss, George. He is an 
Arabic man. He was a good guy but stern, very stoic. I had a 
daytime coworker, George's cousin or something. Eric, he was 
on the fast track to being the manager or bookkeeper. I dare 
never tell them about Joe but I don't think they would care. But 
alien dinosaurs would shoot off flags of distrust and talk of drugs. 
No one talks of these things, especially when your coworker is 
across the street getting high. 

This is all sort of out of order. Understandably so seeing I am 
crazy and rarely know what day of the week it is. Today is 
Wednesday. . . I bought a new calendar the other day. So I was 
about 19 and working some night shifts and some day shifts at a 
gas station in Whittier near Santa Gertrudes and Leffingwell. 
There was a pizza parlor near there and a McDonalds' too. Eric 
and I often ate the pizza with hot sauce. 

But back to the night of the visitation, that night two 
acquaintances stopped by the gas station. One's name was 
Sasha. He and his friend were jock cunt types going around 
raping high school chicks with Rohypnol. I think they did this up 
until their thirties. Dirtbags. He commented to me about how 
working with a tweaker was a learning experience. I wanted to 
tell him it was a step up from hanging out with his cunt. I couldn't 
play sports in high school because of the whole height thing. 

When George hired me, he asked that I were more colorful shirts. 
I was wearing black and so the first day I wore a solid blue shirt. 
He was not pleased. It was a different color. Blue is nice. Did he 
really expect me to wear a floral print shirt? Probably, I could 
have worn a striped shirt. I should have never met the alien 
dinosaurs from... Well you get the picture. 



Most days were spent at school... Fullerton College. I got off work 
at 7 am and headed to class for 9 am classes. I was tired to say 
the least. . . not really Joe let me sleep in the back. A nap if you 
will. So when I got to school, I diligently took notes. On breaks, I 
smoked cigarettes and ate junk food. Mostly I drank coffee. After 
morning classes I would go home and sleep until 8 pm and head 
to work at 11 pm. 

One midnight after stocking the beer cooler and going out for a 
smoke is when they came to visit me. They implies ominous... 
these aliens were anything but menacing. As one might think 
from the title the aliens were neither carnivores nor snaggle- 
toothed; just oh so old. The kind of old that would warrant the 
term dinosaur alien... maybe you believe that was just a catchy 
phrase, something to hook you in but I assure you these aliens 
were old. Not the old of like your wrinkled grandma but ancient 
like fossils and the Rosetta stone or the laws of Hammurabi, if 
you will. 

At two in the morning a young man was lecturing me about the 
wages of sin and his days growing shorter... the damnation of the 
flesh and all that utter nonsense. Unless you believe that sort of 
stuff then he was doing the lord's work outside a 24-hour 
convenience store slash gas station. And not only was this 
gentleman filled with spirit but also methamphetamine. The time 
was nigh so I pressed a forty wrapped in a brown paper bag to 
my lips and pretended he was not there. After a moment or two I 
flicked my smoke at this kid named Jake. Fuck that guy in the 
goat ass. He could burn in hell for all I care. 

What you don't know about aliens is they don't care too much for 
our laws; natural or otherwise. So they very well could have 
sodomized that you bible thumping prick in Louisiana...! didn't 
give a shit but they took him away. At two-fifteen in midsentence 
three of those gray suited lizard tongued fucks grabbed his ass. 
Off into the ship they went. The laws they broke that night may 
have been numerous... like the law of gravity and inertia but they 
did a great service to one little man in a gas station who just 



wanted to mop up and take a nap. I am forever indebted to those 
creatures. 


With a good buzz on mopping was wonderful. Joe looked for 
Jake to talk to but Jake was gone and so Joe gave my ears a 
rest and went across the street. Sasha came in looking for his 
younger brother, Jake, a couple hours later. What could I say? 
Aliens took your meth-addicted ass clown psychopath scripture 
paraphrasing brother out of the gas station. That would be silly. 

"Where's my brother, shitbag?" 

"Huh, dunno. Got tired of date raping the chess club, I suppose." 
I would mumble as he kicked the shit out of me. 


I don't have to tell you how the fight went 'cause I'm a tons of fun 
and he was chiseled out of stone. The next couple of weeks went 
smooth. Jake was reunited with his old brother. The two raped 
happily ever after in denial or repression of the events with the 
alien sodomites. I worked the night shift with a forty in hand and a 
corncob pipe in one of my pockets. Like a hick I smoke pot out of 
it. Sitting on a milk crate I drifted through the whirlwind of my 
mind. I stewed in my juice and thought about the little purple 
aliens in gray jumpsuits with their hoods pulled over their little 
pastel colored heads. The creator of that one PBS show must 
have met my friends... they are about five feet smaller and that 
much more surly. 

I saw one smoking one midnight. This alien was especially gruff. 

"Kid," I yelled half drunk and whole stoned. "I'm not selling you 
cigarettes." 

"Asshole, give me a pack of Camel filters or I will take you in the 
ship and shove a probe up your ass, motherfucker." I did what he 
said and went outside and filled my corncob and sat while he 
stood yelling at me what a terrible job he had getting his gray 



jumpsuit shit-stained. Why me I thought. Why do customers ask 
me for directions and aliens tell me there problems. Like some 


cosmic bartender or psychotherapist, I lit the little guys smoke, 
first... of course. 

"Don't forget you're my bitch..." I must have fallen asleep 
because the next thing I remember it was dawn and I was lying 
next to the milk crate. I think customers were confusing me with 
some bum because me ass hurt when I woke up. I always have 
fun kicking bums but to be the one kicked... leaves something to 
be desired. 

That morning as I walked home the air was still and got that 
feeling that everything was right in the world. 


It was eight in the morning when I got home. I took a long hot 
shower, masturbated and went to sleep for the day. I fall asleep 
watching kids TV, that purple dinosaur was on. They were 
singing : Frere Jacques... 

Frere Jacques 

Frere Jacques 

Dormez-vous ? 

Dormez-vous ? 

Sonnez les matines ! 

Sonnez les matines ! 


Ding Dang dong 
Ding Dang dong 



That day just as I woke I felt as if my eyes and mouth were 
bound and I was floating though the air. It's a form of Narcolepsy 
called: Hypnopompic sleep paralysis. It consists of brief episodes 
of paralysis that occur when waking up. It is often attributed to 
most abduction accounts. Those fucking purple faced fucks got 
me... no they hate me or are these visions just late night at 
George's gas and convenience? 


Around five I got out of bed and headed for the toilet. My mom 
and Bob tape the fucking dinosaur for my little brother, Tommy. 
He is an avid watcher. Over and over, again and again Simon 
watches the six foot purple alien. Little does he know that 
creatures like that exist and visit my gas station in the middle of 
the night...? 

Those angry motherfuckers... 

Those little fucking pissed off purple-faced gray jumpsuit wearing 
assholes fucking came and sodomized me! I'm not giving them 
smokes anymore. 

I mentioned this to my mom. 

"I think I may have been abducted in my sleep or have a sleep 
disorder, mom." 

"Occam's razor, dear," she said as she made dinner. 

"Yes, Mom, were many explanations exist we must accept the 
most simple, a sleep disorder then." I mumbled into my mashed 
potatoes with some pork chop in my mouth. Why do I work at a 
gas station? 

"Avery common sleep disorder, son," She said as she slopped 
another heaping load of potato onto my plate. "Nothing to worry 
about." She kissed me on the forehead. 


My mom is a Philosophy professor at Whittier College. My Dad 
likes heroin and lives under a bridge near his other home; Twin 



Towers Los Angeles. They never got a divorce... she told me 
once it was a moot point, very moot. Bob, well he's been like my 
Dad for as long as I care to remember. And Mom and Bob don't 
think that a ring and vows make a marriage... support and 
intimacy are what does it for them. 

I hide pot inside of cigarettes. During the night as I find myself 
with little to do, I take the tobacco out of a most of my smokes 
and replace the useless smoke with weed. And I keep a bag of 
the tobacco on me in case I'm stopped. It smells like a regular 


pack to the untrained nose. I place them into a fancy silver cig 
case and off a go. To most cops they just think I am some 
wannabe greaser... thank you senor Occam! On the right the 
goods and on the left I place Camel filters. The pothead is 
quicker than the cop... it's debatable. 

I walk to work per usual. It's only nine and I start at eleven. At a 
friend's, I shoot the shit until my shift starts. By midnight I have 
dealt with at least five grouse customers. I had six customers... At 
midnight I mop the floor with a lit joint in my mouth as officer 
Ramirez walks in the door. 

"Shame they are going to pass that new law." He bellows as he 
beams through the door. This fucking beat cop has got to be one 
of the happiest motherfuckers on the planet... 

"What law?" I choke. Hoping he does not smell the joint I dispose 
of it into a coke can. Waste of a good fucking beverage but I can 
rescue my drowning bud later. 

"Smoking cigarettes inside of bars and other government 
facilities..." 

"Really?" I interrupt. 

"Yep." Ramirez grabbed a power bar and some coffee. "Hasta, 
rasta." He said mockingly I think he knew that was a doobie, 
asshole. At one Ramirez and his L.A. Sherriff Caprice pulled out 



of the gas station. 


I rescued my little friend from drowning in coke and feed him into 
my pipe. Just as I went to light the fucker, an alien came dancing 
in the store singing "Rock the Casbah". He danced and did a 
slide towards me. 

"Hey, got some of that for me. . .fuckface." This one seemed 
immensely more jovial as he jumped up and snatched my pipe 
out of my hand. Defeated, I handed the little shit my bic lighter. 

"Don't worry buddy, papa needs a little sunshine. You'll get it 
back." He said smiling a snaggle-toothed grin. "Anyway these 


gray suits have no pockets." The red faced lizard flicked his bic 
and dusted the bowl in one drag. 

"Good times!" Exclaimed that little bastard. "So you like Raffi or 
just that song you been humming, faggot." 

It came into to my head for no reason... 

Frere Jacques 

Frere Jacques 

Dormez-vous ? 

Dormez-vous ? 

Sonnez les matines I 

Sonnez les matines I 

Ding Dang dong 

Ding Dang dong 

He leapt over the counter and toward the cigarette display. 



Camel non filters were his smoke of choice. "Smoke "em if you 
got 'em, buddy." With that said I returned to my mopping. I placed 
another doobie in my mouth and got on with the task at hand. 

About forty-five minutes later I went to stock the beer cooler. Out 
of the corner of my eye I saw the same sort of jovial lizard biped. 
His teeth were sharp and... 

"We aren't males." She stated. 

"How can you read..." 

"Your thoughts?" 

"Yes." I fell over a stack of Bud. 

"Are you okay?" I nodded and she leaped up on a stack of Miller. 
"I'm not a male. ..none your visitors have been male." She smiled. 
"See ya." The alien pulled her hoodie up and over to reveal a 
gray mask sewn onto the gray hoodie. With such vibrant colors, it 
surprised me that they wore all gray. 


"Gray is our favorite color!" She exclaimed as she leapt out the 
ajar cooler door. 


I'm at home eating Captain Crunch from an oversized wooden 
salad bowl. The milk has turned a beige color; the sort of beige 
that lets the Cap'n aficionado know that his cereal is far less 
crunchy than it was moments before. Often by this stage of beige 
it is soggy and thus the Cap'n has gone down with the ship. 

I should be asleep. I walked through the door at the same time 
Bob was off to work. He had papers he had been grading for his 
lower division American literature class. I knocked them unto the 
floor of the entryway. Normally this would never be as bad as you 
think but Bob has a pet peeve about stapled papers and prefers 
his students to use paper clips. Most of the clips came 



unfastened as Bob and jostled in the foyer. Much of the papers 
got mixed with others and later many of his students would 
complain during office hours. One complained to the Dean of the 
Humanities department. 

I threw my cereal bowl into the sink. The spoon bounced out of 
the sink, hit the wall and fell back to where it was intended to go. 

I fell into bed. I fell into sleep. Dreams come and go like the tide. I 
awoke around seven in the evening. My step brother is very 
considerate of my sleeping habits. When he gets home from 
school he watches the TV for a while and does his homework. 
That is what I assume he does because he is often so quiet. So 
very, very quiet; working or doing whatever until my parents get 
home. 

I go out onto the back porch to have a smoke in my underwear. 
My family is at the dinner table. I would say they are appalled but 
this sort of thing goes on everyday. I smoke my first cigarette of 
the day and then shower and get ready for work. By this time it is 
eight o'clock and my family is watching TV, playing a board game 
or some other totally idiotic thing they do while I eat my cold food 
every night. My mom would keep it warm or offer to heat it for me 


but I like it sort of room temperature... cold. I eat in silence. Well 
that's a lie they are having the time of their lives and I sit and 
think and wish they would shut the fuck up. 

Since the alien appeared I have thought mostly about it, her, I 
should say, I have thought about that midget Barney the dinosaur 
in a gray jumpsuit that has a strange extracurricular fascination 
with me. I just want to go to work in peace and not fear 
abduction. ..but they are aliens for all I know they could get me in 
the night or day whether I am here or there; it does not matter to 
them. So I am powerless. I am at the alien dinosaur's mercy. 

I walk to work around ten in the evening. I watch the sky as I go. 
Watching the pseudo- haze caused by light pollution of the night, 
some would argue that it is a necessary evil of our modern 
society that street light are so numerous and block the faint light 



of the stars. Light pollution, noise pollution and air pollution choke 
my senses as I walk and I forget about the dinosaur. . . 

Frere Jacques 

Frere Jacques 

Dormez-vous ? 

Dormez-vous ? 

Sonnez les matines ! 

Sonnez les matines ! 

Ding Dang dong 

Ding Dang dong 

I hum, why am I humming this silly tune? I keep walking, for a 
moment I hesitate while crossing the street and out from behind a 
bush she jumps out at me. 

"Fuck." I scream and fall backward. I leap up as fast as I can. 

"You use this work a lot. Can I have a smoke, Guy?" she says as 
she jumps up to about eye level. 


"No, you must be too small or something..." I begin to run toward 
work out of the neighborhood and onto the main street. Out near 
LeffingwelL.out near cars maybe someone could get this thing... 
that's just crazy talk. I pop a filtered treat in my mouth and spark 
it up and calmly walk toward the gas station. There is no such 
thing as aliens. That was a slight narcoleptic episode; nothing 
more than a little narcolepsy, triggered by an imbalance in my 
brain. I need to see my doctor. I need to see what can be done 
this is all in my mind. Maybe the nursery song is a trigger like an 
epileptic smelling lemon before a grand mal seizure. There must 
be a logical explanation for this whole ordeal. 



I grab a milk crate from the cooler. I set it about 10 feet from the 
pumps and begin to smoke. The fire department suggests that I 
smoke about fifty feet away from the pumps for my safety and the 
safety of the customers. Fuck the customers. I get good and 
stoned while Joe cleans the store. I'm having a bad day and he 
knows it. An hour or two go by and I get off my milk crate and go 
inside and stock the cooler. 

Wajdi works the swing shift. He has a scam; a most ingenious 
scam. My only scam is getting drunk in the cooler and blowing 
pot smoke out the vent or blowing into a toilet paper roll with the 
cardboard removed. This is done to make the roll of toilet paper a 
filter you can never smell the stench, the sweet, sweet stench of 
the marijuana, when I blow out through the roll covering one end 
with my hand Or dryer sheets... I Love dryer sheets in the end of 
the cardboard of the toilet paper roll. 

Wajdi works a second job... he cleans carpets. Most people call 
Wajdi, Joe but he is not the same Joe I work night shifts with. 
Joe's real name is Yusef...What can I way? Americans are idiots; 

I mean white Americans want simplicity and maybe I am judging 
but if Nanook of the North worked in a Seven Eleven we would 
just call him Joe and his side job or what he really wanted to do 
with his life would be of no concern. I think what they call you at 
home should be what we are called everywhere. All nicknames 
are just sort of derogatory... But let's consider the source; right 


now I'm stocking the beer cooler while downing vodka out of a 
brown paper bag. Let me assure you it is not a pint. I have a fifth 
in a paper bag sitting in the corner next to my cigarette case filled 
with joints. Fuck who am I to judge what a person should be 
called most people call me asshole. 

I get off work and walk home Jose is mowing my lawn because 
we have just enough money to hire a Mexican to mow our lawn. 
Jose is Spanish of Joe or Joseph, is that really his name. 


Oiga" I yell over the lawn mower. "Como te llama, usted." What I 



mean to say is what do your friends and loved ones call you? 
Why do I care? He mows my lawn and he isn't one for 
conversation. What does it matter? Is it about maintaining cultural 
identity in the land of the free or maybe he just wants to forget 
about growing up in Mexico? What if he is really from 
Guatemala? He can't hear me over the noise of the mower. 

I fall asleep to the sound of the lawn mower and Wadji's scam is 
far less exciting than you could imagine. We all are trying to get 
one over on someone, some man, the Man. We are really 
robbing ourselves to pay the boss who doesn't give us enough 
money because he knows we are trying to get one over on him 
because he is trying to get one over on his boss. Everyone is just 
an average Joe stealing to make ends meet because we don't 
know another way. Because when we find that one guy who we 
can get one over on, we do and hope someday he learns to do 
what they told him not to. They, they you know who they are... 
churches, schools, parents they wanted us to follow a set of rules 
hoping the world would be better only to find out that it isn't going 
to change. The exploited were born that way and the rich were 
born to exploit the stupid. 

The one time I met my dad he imparted some great wisdom: 
"Nobody likes a rat." He was a bum consider the source. It's not 
like he had police friends. No he was a bum, stealing, lying and 
cheating to eat. He wasn't a war hero or a spy for the CIA. No he 
was a bum, consider the source. He liked smack in his arm and 
sleeping under a bridge. Both these pursuits are illegal and 


anyone who would tell an officer anything was ratting him out not 
trying to improve their community or my dad's life. I would never 
drop a dime on that man. Let him live with his kind under a 
bridge. 

The TV in my room was on as I awoke. The new 'Just Say No' 
commercial was on. Something about how drugs funds domestic 
terrorism and gang warfare. Who the fuck cares? What is the 
difference? I need a smoke and it is dinner time. We as a country 
should start saying yes. Say yes to drugs and blowing up The 



United States one rat at a time. 


I skate on my nights off and this is one of those lucky nights. I 
often bribe the security guard with a couple grams of kush or any 
weed I can give him. I skate the pool in the winter when it is 
empty. These dry Southern California winters are perfect for me. 
This chiropractic college with Joe the security guard may be too 
good to be true. Joe leaves lights on for me. We both sort of drop 
into bowls. I like to skate alone. It clears my mind. 

Joe is often too stoned to say anything after about twenty 
minutes. When the pool is full I skate the flat areas in the spring 
and summer. Winter is sort of a treat and no one really knows 
about Thursday nights on campus. During the summer Joe 
chases away most of the little kids during the early evening. I 
show up just in time to see the last few leave. 

"It's a total bust." Some fucking lame twelve year-old poser will 
tell me as he skates away from Joe in his golf cart. 

I grind the railing and drop down stairs. I manual through the 
hallways as Joe packs the corncob pipe I gave him. I nose 
manual past Joe's cart while he burns bowl after bowl until he 
makes a squeaking laugh. He then stares into the distance for 
the next five hours. 

"Joe, Joe" I bring him out of his weed haze and into the beauty of 
the dawn. The sun is rising as he goes back to the office for 


some coffee and chewing gum. He keeps Febreze in his office 
for Thursday nights. Maybe some other skater from the 
neighborhood kicks down on Sundays or Tuesdays. I don't know. 
I don't ask. I just cherish the time in the bowl or that special 
sound of the metal railing on my wood skateboard. On my way 
home I burn a joint. By the time I Make my way to the gas station 
it is now legal to buy alcohol so I buy some beer and down it on 
my way home. I almost got a ticket once for skating while 



intoxicated. I now walk home as I drink. 


The local donut shop rarely messes with me since I started 
working at the gas station. I like it when they are around. I like the 
security from other slackers stealing beer in the middle of the 
night or that one guy with a nine millimeter pointed my may. I 
fucking so scared of that one guy. 

I think the day will come when I quit... sooner or later some 
asshole will spit at me because I won't sell. ..He will jump over 
the counter because I won't kick down like the other graveyard 
zombies would. It's just a matter of time but today the cool wind 
is in my hair as I skate fifty yards to my house with ten cans of 
natty under my arm. 

As I walk through the door I dodge Bob. As I fall into bed I forget 
all about narcolepsy or alien abduction. I'm just so glad to have 
skated last night, so fucking glad to finish six beers before eight 
o'clock in the morning. I drink another couple and when the 
munchies kick in I have some cold chicken and fall asleep. I must 
be one of the lucky ones. 

That fucking song comes on the TV as I close my eyes. 

Frere Jacques 
Frere Jacques... 


Our lives, all of our lives, are extremely routinized. From the 
where we place our heads at night to the arrangement of our 
toothbrush with respect to the toothpaste, the way we sit in our 


cars, the way we drive to work... everything is worked out; often 
subconsciously. Day after day we work out the best way, our way, 
of doing something. Through trial and error and sometimes we 
listen to others of how they do something we are trying to 
accomplish. On my way to work, I skate. And as I enter the store 



I heel flip my board which always pisses my boss off. I didn't 
listen to Bob about not pissing my bosses or teachers off. I took a 
page out of the 'my real dad is homeless book' and stuck it to the 
man. I left wheel marks on the floor. 

"I don't know why I keep you?" George asks himself. "You will 
wax the floor tonight and no napping. Why are you here in the 
afternoon?" 

I couldn't answer that question. I should be asleep but around 
two in the afternoon I'm at work pissing my boss off. I usually 
don't piss him off this late in the day. 

"I missed you, George." 

"You miss working the mornings." He says with a scowl on his 
face and a newspaper across the back of my head. 

George's routine is to read the paper in the back while he waits 
for Tariq to finish writing the schedule. He reads the L.A. Times 
most days and he usually not interested in the sports page. He is 
very concerned with world events especially Lebanese news. 

The paper rips on my head. 

"Good, I don't trust most of what the American media has to say, 
anyway." 

At this point in time he would produce a newspaper written in 
Arabic and somewhere in me I want to say: 'that newspaper is 
printed in the U.S.' but I don't. It is probably distributed by 
Americans and thus it is part of the American media. Bob would 
agree that sometimes you can't trust American media but he 
would then qualify this by saying that history is written by those in 
power. It makes Bob sad when immigrants work so hard to be in 
the states then say the phrase 'in my country'. Once he yelled at 


an older lady saying this was as much her country as it was his. 
She just finished her Naturalization test. 



I leave work with a large bottle of Guinness. George special 
orders them for me. I begin to hum and then sit on my 
skateboard in front of my house. I pop the cap and begin to 
ingest the stout beer. I use a bic lighter as a bottle opener. 

You can never imagine how the day will turn out from the start. I 
started my day visiting work and most likely I will be finishing it be 
staying to buff the scuffs out on the floor around two the next 
morning. I need to nap before I start tonight but now I need to 
drink. 

I went to High School with this chick that lives across the street. 
She calls me a dirty loadie and I ask her how the border hopping 
business is. 

"When are you going to do something with your life and get a 
real job." She asks. I can never tell if she is flirting of really an 
asshole. 

"Did INS come for your Abuelo, yet? And for future knowledge I 
have a real job and they pay me with real money." I mumble 'real 
shitty' as she walks away shaking her ass as hard as she is 
shaking her middle finger. Her grandpa moved here from Mexico 
in the 1920's a couple of years ago he applied for his green card. 

Her grandpa once told me that Caesar Chavez messed up the 
whole deal with his Union for the migrant farm workers. He said 
no one wants to get paid shit wages but everyone wants to be in 
the States. It is a trade off. She told me her grandpa is senile. 
Everyone wants to be paid fairly so they can pay the government 
to get residency cards. I think what her grandpa was trying to say 
is that no one wants to pay a dollar per tomato so someone could 
get fair wages to pay for fees to stay a farm worker. It's 
tantamount to saying yes I want to be a resident of the US living 
in poverty. I don't think anyone wants to work the fields. For that 
matter who wants to work in the garment industry or what little 
Indian kid says I want to hand make footballs, sorry soccer balls, 


for people who can afford to play with them. We would all rather 



be rocket surgeons. But some of us have the money and time for 
rocket doctor school and the rest of us join a union so we can 
pay three dollars for an orange. I don't even like oranges. 
Twinkies are cheaper, anyway. They taste better with beer. 

Some nights Joe the security guard lets me into the library. I don't 
skate. I read on those nights. I want to be a writer when I grow 
up. But it is never about the writer it is usually about the reader, 
that is to say, is the writer being read. Right now I'm borrowing a 
collection of biographies of famous and infamous writers. Most of 
these guys were real shitbags. It's like the more creative you are 
the more of a douche you become. I'm working on my PhD is 
douchebaggery. 

I pop a smoke in my mouth and throw my bottle of Guinness at 
that chick's dad. Fuck... that's fucking stupid. 

"Sorry, Mr. Vasquez, I'll come clean that shit up" I yell as I run 
towards him. He hates me, I often wonder why. He slaps the 
smoke out of my mouth and cocks his fist back to knock the shit 
eating grin off of my face. I pick up the bottle and run back across 
the street. Mr. Vasquez's routine is to steal my smoke and have 
some of the goods before his wife gets home. It's not the goods, 
its just tobacco this time. I pop in one of the goods as I walk into 
the backyard. Who says stoners are stupid. I hit my head on a 
low hanging branch. 


Today is a school day that means that I skate home at seven and 
drunk drive to school and fall into the chair at about a quarter 
past eight. Late and drunk, I try to sneak into class but I fail every 
time. I just smoked one of the goods so I'm really relaxed as my 
professor asks me to sing him a song It's French class. Can you 
guess what song he has me sing on my third week of class? I'll 
give you a hint I thought I was going to have an alien episode. 


I finished singing about someone's brother John and everyone 
laughed because I fucked up the whole song and ended it by 



calling my professor a putain. Most of civilized society does not 
like to be called a whore. Not even whores like to be called their 
job title most like to be called by their names. Although once 
someone called me a fuel transfer technician and that made me 
happy. 

My second class this semester was physics. I hate physics. . . I 
want to fuck physics in the goat ass. It sucks hard and not the 
good sort of sucking. I fell asleep somewhere around: "this is 
what we are going to talk about today; Doppler shift"... tres boring 
but for those who need to know the Doppler effect or shift is the 
change in frequency of a wave for an observer moving relative to 
the source of the wave. It is commonly heard when a vehicle 
sounding a siren or horn approaches, passes, and recedes from 
an observer. The received frequency is higher (compared to the 
emitted frequency) during the approach, it is identical at the 
instant of passing by, and it is lower during the recession. I didn't 
need to know any of this I didn't care but Parallax that was 
something me and my little purple friend could care about. 

My professor turned down the lights so we could see the screen 
better. I fell asleep. I always fall asleep when the lights go dim. 

"You can't see my star in the winter" she said. 

"How did you get into my physics class?" I ask my purple 
kidnapper. I note that I'm not in my physics class and if I ask 
someone tomorrow they would say I just got up and left. 

"We can't go home." 

"Why I thought you were just conducting experiments?" 

"That's not entirely true." 

"So you are sort of like... 

"...illegal aliens? That's what you were going to say, right? 
Fuckface, I'm not amused." I find myself in my car a half hour 
later. The clock on the dash is digital. I am aroused. I'm skipping 



English to go see my academic advisor. 


On school days I sleep until nine in the evening and my mom 
leaves some food on a plate in the refrigerator. Last night I was 
daring and heated my food in the microwave. I usually eat things 
cold just to save time. I wonder why my mom doesn't leave me 
with my dad under a bridge. Why does she put up with the whole 
'herb smoking and excessive drinking' thing? The whole thing 
reeks of shit to my academic advisor. I often protest saying it's 
only a little herb and not speed. 

"You might do better in class if you did a little speed." 

I stopped protesting and just shut my mouth and listened to his 
bullshit about doing something with my life. 

"You could write about sociological issues. Why do you have a 
fixation with fiction?" 

I don't answer. 

"It is very competitive and it doesn't pay well, categorically 
speaking of course. And that bullshit about creative men getting 
more tail is entirely based on spurious data and speculation. 
Creativity is the bane of society. Women will just think you are 
some idiot who is too lost in thought to pay any attention to them 
at all." 

I stare at him. I look him in the eye. I smile. "Is that it?" I ask. He 
doesn't answer he only turns away. 

I walk out. I walk out into the bustling hallway through the sea of 
people and out into the day. I walk out into the sunshine of the 
day into the slight autumn breeze that reminds me the trees will 
soon turn red and leaves will fall. 

I am less drunk than I previously was. I am far more hungry than 
I ought to be. It is late and I work the night shift. For one who 
starts work at eleven in the evening, late is often three in the 



afternoon. 


On my drive home I walk into a grocery store to pick up some 
food. I open a bottle of whiskey and proceed to do my shopping 
for some munchies. Have you ever watched a person shop when 


they are drunk or in the process of drinking. This is often a 
rarity... this often only happens when you are on vacation. 
Perhaps you are camping or boating, you may shop drunk on 
that trip to Mexico but this doesn't happen all the time unless you 
happen to be a drunk. There is a difference between being drunk 
and a drunk. The difference is slight at best. 

I pass out in my bed. 


I slept through my alarm but I was not late for work. I did not eat. 
When I awoke, I showered and left for work. It seems I would not 
need a nap tonight. I was in need of a hamburger so I stopped at 
McDonald's. Something strange always happens at the moment 
you think everything is going smoothly. 

My neighbor, Yesenia, the wetback from across the street, was at 
the counter. She has the most striking brown eyes. When she 
comes into the gas station, the expression on her face is the 
same as it always is. But for some strange reason, now, I think 
she wants to hurt me. Like right now when I'm ordering a couple 
of double cheeseburgers I think she will go in the back kitchen, 
produce a knife and stab me. Maybe she has always wanted to 
stab me. 

This time there was no warning... Time just stopped. My alien 
friend stood on the counter. She laughed at Yesenia and smoked 
bud out of a small metal pipe. Yesenia was bent over gathering 
my food off the floor where she had just thrown it prior to time 
stopping. In the stillness of the moments I found myself in the 
kitchen with Yesenia and my alien friend. 



She let out a huge cloud of smoke. It seems she had held her 
breath for far longer than any human could. 

"Even if we wanted to go home," She said as she sat on the 
kitchen counter. "Home wouldn't be the same. Home wouldn't be 
home. Not anymore, we left a dying world. We split our 
civilization into pieces." She began gesturing with her hands. 


"Some of us went this way and other went that way and some of 
us came to this planet and other went to another. It is, just the 
way it is." 

Some of my family is here and others there. I can't go see them 
because by the time I got there they would be dust. The best we 
could do is to try to live among you... like this." 

What seemed to me like a second later, I was standing in the 
backroom of the gas station but I knew it had been longer. I held 
a bag of double cheeseburgers in my left hand. I threw them in 
the trash. Even if Yesenia were naked and spoon-feeding me I 
would not eat off the floor. I figure that sometimes some people 
must have some self respect. So there I stood in the back of the 
gas station, the time on the clock read 12:15. 

Was it am or pm I didn't know. I sat down and thought about my 
current situation. What was this all about? What is anything about 
was a more cerebral question so I didn't think about it. The next 
thing I knew Joe walked through the door. 

"What are you doing?" He asked leaning against the doorway. 

I pointed to the garbage and yawned. 

"That shit is in fact shit." Joe said turning around. When he left I 
closed my eyes for a moment and took the bag of cheeseburgers 
out of the garbage. Some people may have self respect but I 
don't, not where Yesenia is concerned. 


I finished eating the floor burgers and got into the cooler to stock. 



Single soda goes in the outside small cooler and the water and 
the beer go in the large cooler. When I finished, I watched Joe do 
rails of speed off the back desk while I burned bowls. I then went 
outside and waited for the sun to come up while Joe mopped. We 
have been switching up the duties. 

Most mornings, Yesenia jogs down the street. Today she did not 
disappoint. As she jogs past I get light-headed from all the 
excitement and fall off the milk crate bumping my head on the 
concrete. The next thing I remember is George standing over me 


and a paramedic trying to slip me the tongue. 

Somewhere in the midst of the melee, Yesenia ran over and 
cupped my head as she yelled to Joe to call 911. Just my luck I 
missed it. I missed the compassion and tenderness and now I 
was waking up to a man shoving his tongue down my throat in a 
sham of what he would call CPR. 

Later at the hospital they would explain to me that I had a 
seizure. Later that afternoon I was released into my mother's 
care. 

"You are not only seeing a neurologist but also I insist you see a 
therapist." She said as Bob helped me into the back of the 
minivan. 

What could I say? She's the boss. 

"You kept talking about some alien. What did you mean? Like 
one of those gray things in sci-fi movies." Apparently, she didn't 
get the memo... they wear gray sweat suits... 

"I don't know what you are talking about, mom. 


'Six. ..you're one step closer to being conscious. 



"Five... up the stairs of perception you ascend out of your sleep 
state. 


"Four... your eyes are becoming lighter. 

"Three... you are becoming aware of your place in the room. 
"Two... and 

"One... your eyes are open and you are fully aware. How do you 
feel, young man?" My psychiatrist said as he tapped me on the 
knee. 

"Fine, I guess." This was my third time seeing Doctor Joseph Le. 
He said I could call him Joe. I got up from the couch and followed 
him back to the desk. 


"I see your delusions persist into the hypnotic state and to be 
honest with you I think you need to stop smoking weed and you 
may stop seeing little green men... to be perfectly frank." I wanted 
to tell him they were neither men nor green. 

I sort of nodded. The nod of; 'Yeah right, quack'. But my family 
was insistent so I complied. 

"I want to start you on a low dose of Zoloft and quetiapine." He 
handed me a prescription and I was off to the pharmacy. I put the 
prescription in my pocket and skated out of the office building. 

I began to hum a wonderful song and the next thing I knew I was 
laying on what seemed to be an operating table. This is the 
second time inside my purple friend's spaceship but the first time 
on the operating table. This was the first time, I remember, 
getting the probe. 

"We aren't probing you, Fuckface." I just wanted to get my 
prescription and trade it to Mrs. Jones for some pot. Naked and 
cold I looked around to find my purple friend and Yesenia. 



"I thought you might want to see your girlfriend. Was I wrong?" 
She was not wrong. As began to steal glances at Yesenia, I 
noticed she was covered in all the right places. I soon lost 
consciousness and found myself outside the pharmacy. 

I sat on my skateboard with my prescription in my hand. I knew 
only moments before I had been on an operating table next to 
Yesenia. Now I was standing outside of the Rite-Aid with 
Yesenia? What was this all about? 

Being used to treating Yesenia like shit for no apparent reason 
whatsoever, I asked: "What are you doing here?" 

"I don't know..." she said with a puzzled look on her face. 

How long had my little friend been abducting Yesenia? Have we 
been on that ship together many times? Have we been on that 
operating table countless times? AT that moment when she was 
standing next to me wondering why she was there, this was the 


first real time I looked at her. I looked down at her feet to notice 
that she twisted her toe into the concrete; a nervous thing guess. 

I raised my eyes slowly to find she was doing the same thing and 
our eyes met... 

"Where did you come from? Before this I mean..." I stammered. 
"Where were you coming from or what were you doing... what do 
you remember?" She grew angry or embarrassed sometimes you 
can't tell. With some people embarrassed is one step away from 
angry. Yesenia walked away. I wanted to yell out to her but I went 
inside to get my prescriptions filled. 

I sat in the waiting area by myself at first. Tariq came into the 
Rite-Aid and walked past me. Out of sheer embarrassment I 
wished he did not notice me. To my luck he did not look my way. I 
wouldn't want him or anyone at work to think I had anything 
resembling depression or schizophrenia. The plus side is that if I 
did get fired for being mentally imbalanced I could collect social 
security. Then I would have all day to smoke weed and drink. 



Welfare and disability payments are the true friend of the drug 
addict. 


I had been thinking for days about what had happened outside 
the Rite-Aid with Yesenia. For days now I carried around a 
notebook and instead of taking notes in class I wrote about the 
abduction. Perhaps I could share it with Dr. Le. 

I would write and write about my purple friend about Yesenia and 
the operating table and now I sat in the office of Joseph Le doctor 
of psychiatry. 

"This is a wonderful story but it has no bearing on reality and you 
would be relieved of this drivel by spending time thinking of what 
is real and less about this fiction." He gave me a prescription and 
I left. 

I sat in the Rite-aid pharmacy waiting area for minutes until I 
noticed a piece of dust caught in the sunlight. At some point I 


noticed other pieces of dust began to revolve around the piece of 
dust sitting still in the light. 

Dormez-vous ? 

Dormez-vous ? 

Seated before me... 

Hey Fuckface." 

I could only stare at my new friend in the gray jumpsuit. 

"We are more of old friends by now. Don't you think?" 

It has never mattered what I think. 



"That's a lie fed to you by idiots." 

She was right... what could I say. 

"The idea is what you say now. The possibilities are infinite, you 
only have to open you mouth or move the pen or stroke the keys. 

As she spoke I watched the planets of dust revolve around the 
central piece of dust caught in the sunlight. I opened my notepad. 

"My dearest Fuckface, do you ever wonder why that song comes 
to mind?" 

It hadn't crossed my mind. 

"Fuckface, do you wonder why Yesenia and you were there," 

She says pointing to the sky. "Together." 

I hadn't thought about it. 

"Do you think about anything, Fuckface?" 

Perhaps it's a mass delusion surrounding the gray aliens? 
Perhaps it's all just my schizophrenia? Maybe Barney the 
dinosaur is the only male purple alien on Earth and he hides his 
identity on kid's TV. 

"Number 13." The pharmacy tech spoke. I must have dozed off 


and had a dream about a nonexistent purple alien... one of the 
few creatures on the planet that was happy to see me and it was 
only a figment of my imagination. The only creature who wanted 
to come to visit me was all just balderdash from the ether of my 
mind. The place where no one dared to go. ..it stands to reason 
that place is a cesspool: a fester that should be lobotomized for 
the sake of those closest to me. 


The woman who called me had the best eyes... 



"Here you go." She handed me a bag and I paid my co-pay. She 
smiled as I turned to leave. I skated to Mrs. Jones' to trade the 
pills for some weed. 


"Schizophrenia is a mental disorder characterized by 
abnormalities in the perception or expression of reality. It most 
commonly manifests as auditory hallucinations, paranoid or 
bizarre delusions, or disorganized speech and thinking with 
significant social or occupational dysfunction. Onset of symptoms 
typically occurs in young adulthood. Diagnosis is based on the 
patient's self-reported experiences and observed behavior." 

Dr. Le is reading out of a dictionary today. He has a television 
and a DVD player on an adjacent desk. 

"I thought today we would watch an episode of Barney the 
dinosaur." This is where my ten dollars a minute go. I won't make 
the mistake of tell Dr. Le about anymore of my visitations. 

"I love you, you love me..." the shit we let our children watch is 
embarrassing. I will never make the mistake of bring up what the 
aliens look like. We watched the episode of Barney and I could 
see clearly that Barney had been stranded on this planet for the 
last twenty years and he was making the most of the loss of his 
people. The estrangement from his culture, for he was the only 
male on Earth, was nothing more than torture to Barney, although 
this may sound ideal to most men. Incidentally that was not his 
name. He has no name like the female that visits me. In their 


culture they felt long ago that naming someone was to identify 
them with a thing and thus objectify them so the stopped calling 
each other by names. 

"You need to keep a journal of your daily life..." 

"That's what I do, I want to be a writer when I grow up." I said 
pulling a journal out of my backpack. 



"You are an adult, so you get your wish. I want to emphasize real 
experiences because the medication should be taking effect now 
and the delusions should be subsiding. Be as thorough as you 
can. I'm your doctor so I need you to write these things down so 
we can continue your treatment." Dr. Le smiled and turned off the 
television. He cut me a script and I was on my way out the door 
with my skateboard in hand. 

In Greek, Schizophrenia means 'divided mind'. As I read and 
read in the library at the chiropractic college while Joe the 
security guard got fucked up, one thing became apparent; under 
normal circumstances schizophrenic thinking goes undetected 
because you would have to trust someone to say: "I think there is 
a conspiracy out to get me" or "pastel colored three foot 
dinosaurs come to visit me at odd times during the day or night." 
The trust would be immediately broken and proving some sort of 
conspiracy when the person you trust call the cops telling them 
you want to hurt others because of some sort of conspiracy. This 
all would never have happened if it weren't for the hotness called 
Yesenia, jogging and my fainting spell. My mom would not have 
heard me mention anything about my purple friend. 

As I took notes on what I was reading the smoke from Joe's 
mouth became stagnant... did time stop again? 

"I'm ignoring you." I said out loud. "Dr Le said you are a piece of 
my psychosis and you will be gone soon." 

"Fuckface, I'm not going anywhere but I will leave you alone 
tonight." Joe let out a monster cough. A hacking sort of thing, the 
smell of weed and pepperoni wafted over to the desk I had been 


sitting at for most of the night. 

Something sets in when your family despises you because of 
what a doctor says. When your little brother sings a coconut song 
every time you walk in the door and you mom says: "Shut up, 
that's rude. You don't say that sort of thing to people's faces", it 



become apparent that your family has ostracized you. You are 
now the black sheep and anything you say is chalked up to 
psychosis or 'he's the crazy one... don't pay any attention.' 


"Coconut, coconut... "He sung while I ate Cap'n at the dinner 
table. What can I say? What can I do? I would try to grab him and 
put him in front of the TV or in his room or something but I'm 
crazy and my family no longer respects me. I work in twelve 
hours and I need to sleep. I've hidden my journal in case my 
mom wants the doctor to up the dosage. 

I lie in bed for a good half hour before falling asleep. I have a 
dream about a game show. I can't exactly remember the whole 
thing but the gist is that Yesenia won a million dollars for putting a 
round in my head. ..needless to say I woke up screaming and 
aroused. What can I say? I'm simple. It was ten when I made the 
twenty minute walk to work. 

"Hey can I walk with you?" Yesenia asked. 

"You probably have something, anything better to do at ten at 
night." 

As she approached I nearly went faint. She motioned for a smoke 
as I lit mine. I tried to give her the one in my mouth but... 

"One of the goods." My jaw dropped and so did my smoke. 

There we stood in the middle of the street and the usual stuck up 
bitch who I should blame for my trips to Dr, Le just asked for 
some of the goods. 

I walked and she followed. While a cigarette lay smoldering in the 
street, Yesenia and I got high on the way to the gas station. 

"My little brother says you're crazy." This wasn't the first time she 


got high. "Actually, your little brother goes around telling 
everyone how crazy you are." 



"Yeah, after I fainted that one day I said something about aliens 
and now I'm schizophrenic." I've been utterly ashamed of who I 
was since childhood. Now I was crazy. Before I could have 
passed for normal, now schizophrenia. ..little pastel colored 
dinosaurs running around calling me Fuckface. 

"Aliens..." She just looked at me and the conversation ended but 
we continued to walk to the gas station. 


Sometimes while mopping or stocking the cooler I think to myself 
that life couldn't possibly get any worse. Sometimes I even think 
that my friends and coworkers are conspiring to throw me a party, 
so I'm constantly on the edge of my seat waiting for: 'surprise we 
don't think you're a douche'. I would tell someone but then they 
would diagnose me with paranoid schizophrenia and I really don't 
think Joe, Joe or Joe would care enough to think maybe this 
dude need's to feel a little special... most people just don't care. 

"Hey." It's Yesenia talking to me through the milk cooler... what? 

"Ummmm..." 

"Thanks for last night..." I can't believe she is going to say it was 
nice. "It was wonderful, actually." 

"The goods?" I stumble back onto a stack of cases of Bud. 

"No, no, god no. ..the talk and the walk. ..really it has nothing to 
do with you smoking me out." She smiled. She wants more and 
that's all she really wants... to get high on my dime or my hustle. 
She closes the door and walks out of the gas station. I'm not 
introducing her to Mrs. Jones. If I introduce her to Mrs. Jones she 
won't want to be around me and she'll have her own 
connection. ..her own in. But she's always been sort of on with 
the whole feminine wiles thing that she probably has some way 
to score when she wants to. And boy could this chick score. 



Yesenia could score all day long like a forward on a goalie with 
no arms... child's play. 

I wanted her to stay for just a moment longer just a moment more 
and I would have thought of the right thing to say the magical 
words that would get her to... listen to my bullshit, want to invite 
me over so maybe her dad would stop slapping me in the face. . . 
the magical words to make her want to talk and walk without 
weed. But I think that only the magical words would come from 
her because there is nothing I can say to her to make me trust 
her to trust that she isn't just going to take my shit and spit in my 
face because when all the wishful thinking falls away, I'm still just 
a schizophrenic pot-smoking douche. 

I sit back on the stacks of beer and soda trying to decompress 
from the surprise visit and equally impressive feat of not fainting 
when Yesenia is around. 

"Fuckface..." 

"Why are you yelling at me... fuck-sake woman, leave me alone. 
The doctor said you would go away..." 

"I have nowhere to go..." She smiled and hung on the racks 
inside the cooler. This is the first time I ever really saw her smile. 

"My teeth are quite impressive, aren't they?" 

"Yeah, actually?" Most days I question why I'm alive and my 
failing sanity but today... "Why are you smiling? Have I just never 
noticed your smile?" 

"Why all the questions, Fuckface?" My cigarette case is in my 
shirt pocket. She snatches it. 

"No!" she screams throwing the decoy tobacco cigarettes on the 
floor. 

"Awe fuck, come on." I get on my knees to pick up the decoys. 
She pops one of the goods in her mouth and snaps her fingers 
for a light. I reach into my pants pocket and oblige her. 



"Thank you." 

"I wish you would go away..." 

"If Barney likes this dreadful place, Fuckface, so do we." 

I must get rid of Barney and subsequently these pastel pocket 
bitches. 

"Good luck!" No sooner than she utters this phrase I wake up in 
the fetal position with my thumb in my mouth in the corner of the 
cooler. My pot is gone but my cigarette case is back in my shirt 
pocket. 


"Joe, can you smoke bowls outside? I'm trying to study." It 
sounds funny when I say that. It's Thursday and I'm reading 
about psychology and alien abduction. Instead of taking notes 
while I read, I'm drawing pictures of my purple friend getting it on 
with Barney... I can't concentrate. I need to skate... I need to 
think. 

I'm hungry and Yesenia is opening McDonald's today maybe she 
won't spit on or drop my food today. But if she did I would still eat 
it and smile... I skate over there as the sun is rising in the east. 
Sometimes on clear mornings I watch Venus in the east for a 
while. I stand still and wait for it to disappear as the sun rises. It 
seems that this is the quietest time of day. It is as if even the 
birds know to turn the volume down in order to appreciate Venus 
and the subsequent rising of the sun. 

As I walk through the door I remember getting a McGriddle with 
coffee grounds in it and decided not to order that again. But I 
couldn't stop my mouth. 


"Can I help you?" She says it with such a genuine feeling that if 
not for our bonding experience the other day I would be sure she 



was being a fake bitch. 

"A McGriddle combo, Yesenia." 


"Fatties eat those... stoners too, I guess." 

"Rude much?" She fights back a laugh while I try to act 
disinterested. I'm a terrible liar. 

"You should really cut back on the kind while you are in school. 
Are you still going?" 

I have been going, just most of the time in computer lab I do 
research on my best friend's and all of her friends' sancho. In art 
class I draw him. In English we had to write a TV episode and so 
I wrote a Barney episode. In physics we calculated the parallax of 
Alpha Centuri to .76" and the Standard distance to 4.3 light 
years... The television show is shot in Irving, Texas. That is over 
22 hours and fourteen hundred miles away. 

I remember her telling me: "Fuckface, it's just off to the left. . . 
Alpha Centuri or somewhere thereabouts." She told me once 
while she was baked off her tail. 

It's not that I think that Barney is evil it's his wives or at least one 
of his wives are annoying the fuck out of me. While poking 
around on the internet I found some idiot leading a "Holy War" 
against Barney... weird. Great minds think alike, I suppose. 

My Me Griddle went crunch and I smiled at my neighbor who 
was, at the time, smiling and staring at me. I want to tell her she's 
the best but she's not so I don't. I fight back the urge to gag as I 
pull a substantial length of single strand black hair out of my 
throat. I was unsuccessful in my fight and right there in the dining 
area I spit out a piece of my breakfast sandwich unto my hash 
brown patty. She pays as close attention to my meal as she does 
her hair. It's just a matter of opinion what she's taking care of 
better... me or her hair. 



I go home to get my car then I'm off to school. There are some 
sweet spots to hit at school so I always bring my board in case I 
get bored. I get out of my car and walk to English. 

Most of my time is spent drawing Barney on fire in black ink... I 
hope no one ever finds out. I can handle this. In a week the 


visions of the purple concubine will go away and the 
overwhelming urge to fling homemade napalm on the set of a 
children's show will go away. It will all just stop and for the first 
time in months I will be normal. I won't think this way. I will be like 
normal people. I will be passable for human. 

Yesenia is in my physics class so I skip out before noon. 


The price of gas is a dollar-twenty. My car gets thirty miles to the 
gallon and Irving, Texas is over fourteen hundred miles away. I 
would have to fill up my car five times to get there. At a dollar- 
twenty a gallon that makes it sixty dollars to get to Irving, Texas in 
a Honda Civic. What will I do then... 

I'm lying in be when my mom comes in. 

"Honey... "She sits on my bed this is serious. She usually doesn't 
bother me while it looks like I might be doing homework. "Honey, 
they found you father. I don't know how to say this." 

"So just say it. Is that waste of skin in jail again?" 

"No, honey, your dad is dead." 

"So that means you and Bob cold get married." 

She leaves the room. She assumed I cared about my real dad 
lying in a pool of his own vomit with a needle in his arm. I don't. 


I'm driving to Texas alone... I need smokes and sodas, 



munchies... Somewhere inside I think that nay rational person 
would want to mourn. To mourn the loss of their father who gave 
them life. I was more worried about mom and Bob. How would 
they take... 

"I got to go." 

"What?" They both say in unison as Bob wipes tears from mom's 
eyes. I run out of the house and into my car. Fuck my life... 


How did I end up in the middle of the desert with Yesenia, a 
9mm, homemade napalm, extra packing peanuts and Barney the 
dinosaur is a story unto it self. Why Yesenia didn't yell rape and 
run away from the car at the first stop is beyond all 
understanding. 

It all started with: "Fuck my life!" I yelled as I ran out the door. 
Yesenia was crossing the street as I jumped into my car. 

"Where are you going?" she asked. 

I failed to answer... 

"What happened?" 

"The police called my mom to tell her my dad was found dead 
under an overpass in Santa Ana." 

"Where are you going? You shouldn't be alone." 

"I'm going to kill the aliens I told you about." 

"What... you're fucking crazy." She got in the car despite what 
came out of her mouth. 

"I won't start the car until you say go." We sat for a moment. 
"Where are we going?" 



'We are going to Irving, Texas... to kill the leader of the aliens. 


"We may need a gun..." Yesenia's dad is a handgun enthusiast. 
"I'll need a change of clothes. Wait for me." She ran to her house. 
I pounded my fists on the steering wheel. 

I sat for what seemed like an eternity. Bob came out holding the 
cordless phone. 

"Your mom wants me to call the police. Man to man, right now, 
are you going to be okay or should I make that call?" He leaned 
into the passenger-side window to look me in the eye. I looked at 
him almost expressionless. 

"We are going to be fine, Bob." Yesenia said pushing Bob out of 


the way. She threw her duffle bag and a purse into the back seat. 
"We are going for a drive to blow off some steam, considering the 
circumstances." 

What could Bob say? 

"Start at the beginning... Tell me everything about these aliens 
before we get to Texas." She said as she motioned for me to start 
the car. I put the car in gear and headed to the 57 freeway. 

From the beginning it went like this: "Alpha Centuri is 4.3 light 
years away. 2 light years beyond that it a solar system that used 
to support life. It is gone now. Except in the early part of 
December you cannot see the system. Parallax is a funny thing. 
Alpha Centuri blocks the view of the dinosaurs' home. That is 
where they come from. Their civilization split into pieces after 
their planetary system was no longer inhabitable. Barney is the 
only male to have come to earth and his wives followed... they 
are not really his wives and most of them don't even like him they 
just had to go somewhere and he has the least abrasive 
personality. They live on the unseen side of the moon. Abducting 
humans is one of their only forms of entertainment." She is oddly 
silent. 



"They came here around the turn of the Twentieth century..." I 
continue. I get onto the Ten freeway heading east. We roll down 
our windows and light cigarettes. "She told me that when some of 
them crashed in Roswell all that was found were their gray 
jumpsuits and masks. Their fur is every color of the rainbow 
except for green. They wear gray jumpsuits because they are 
easy to clean. The shit, piss and blood come out very easy." 

I drove in silence for a good two hours. 

"You have lived across the street from me for most of my life. 

The last two months is the most we have ever spoken. We went 
to school together since kindergarten and this is the most we 
have ever spoken. I don't care what that shithead psychiatrist or 
your family says you aren't fucked up." She says I try to interrupt. 
"No, let me finish. You come into my work all the fucking time and 


I mess up your order so that you complain and you sit like an 
idiot eating whatever shit I gather off the floor with a fucking 
smile. Whatever shit is going on is a huge improvement so we 
are going to Texas to kill motherfucking Barney. That show is 
fucking annoying." She pulls out a gun from her purse and waves 
it innocuously in front of her. 

I pull off to the side to the road. 

"By law the shells need to be in the trunk and that needs to be 
unloaded. Please, do so now." Guns scare me. She got out and 
placed the magazine and a box of 9mm shells in the trunk. She 
then got into the back seat to lie down. I took off. 

"I normally can't sleep in a car while it's moving but an eye mask 
helps me relax." She said. She put on a green eye mask. She 
was wearing a pleated gray skirt and lying in such a fashion that 
when I turned to look at her I could see her thong. I swerved. 
"Stop looking at my junk. Not only are you psychotic but you are 
also perverted." As we drove two things became clear to me; I 
didn't tell anyone that I wouldn't be at work and my little snaggle- 



toothed vixen was nowhere to be found. I turned on some music 
and drove. 


The next thing I knew we were on interstate forty. We stopped in 
Albuquerque for gas and food. 

"Why don't you let me drive?" Yesenia asked. After we got 
munchies and stuff I jumped in the back seat. I ate some junk 
food and then fell asleep. For the next several hours I dreamt... of 
what who knows, who cares. 

Waking up to the sound of gun shots is never a good thing. 

"Wake up." Yesenia yelled as she pulled of the green eye mask. I 
got out of the car to find we were in the desert up against a hill 
and Barney the dinosaur was ten feet away from us. 

"Don't freak out but," she had the most wicked smile. "I turned off 
toward Roswell and while you slept I found a Barney costume 
and for the last three hours I have been stuffing the 


motherfucker." She had a gun in her hand. "Do you want to shoot 
him?" 

"Yes, I would love to shoot him." She gave me the 9mm. 

"I also got as many old newspapers as I could. I used some the 
packing peanuts to make napalm and stuff him." She's about as 
weird as I am. I took aim and squeezed the trigger. After I was 
done she threw the napalm on him and we set fire to Barney. 

"I don't think the little gray aliens will bother me anymore." 

"If they do we can always burn another Barney in the desert." 

She said as she took my hand. We spent a couple of days 
getting to know each other in Roswell and drove home. 



Lipstick 


"I was watching a movie once... well not exactly. I was listening to 
a movie from a closet in a hotel room. I had just finished a bottle 
of Jack and was pressing a glass pipe to my lips but the movie 
said, 'Every great story is about a woman'. This story is about 
two: Mercy and Starr. Mercy is a certifiable cunt. Starr, she has a 
temper like a cattle prod and a right hook that matches." Excerpts 
from a letter to my mother, I never mailed or finished it. 

I love speed. This weekend I laid off it long enough to drink 
myself into a blackout. Right now I am flying down the 10 freeway 
headed east from Santa Monica. Passing Alhambra, I see a 
familiar street sign. 

Right now waking up from my blackout, I notice that I'm driving. 
"Fuck! Where am I?" I mumble. "Calm down, Carl. Okay, what is 
the last thing I remember?" I begin to look around the car. "I need 
something to drink." I reach for a warm stale diet coke. "How long 
has this been here?" I take a long swig. Remember to roll down 
your window before you spit stale warm coke out. "Uh, warm. 

The artificial sweetener in diet drinks turns to a formaldehyde like 
substance when let warm while opened. Where's my Chap 
Stick?" I continue to mumble as I wipe the shit from my eyes. 
Where's my Chap Stick? 

"Okay, the signs," I look around. "Ten freeway, there's Garfield, 
there's Atlantic. So I'm east bound on the Ten, currently in 
Alhambra. This cannot be good. I'm so fucked. The last thing I 
remember is..." 

"I was having trouble sleeping. I took four of my girlfriend's 
Vicodin's 

and washed it down with a pint of jack." I lick my lips. 

"Where's my Chap Stick? She left on a business trip last week. I 
quit asking where she's going. She said she'd bring back loads of 
cash. I quit caring how. Starr, she's a twisted hippie child. Her 
parents were hippies who converted back to Catholicism in the 



mid-eighties after five years of coke binges. Twisted. Her dad's a 
pharmacist. She told me this when we met. 'Hi, I'm Starr, My 
dad's a pharmacist!' It was true love." 

"Where's my Chap Stick? What time is it? Better yet, what day is 
it? I'm going up a hill. Fog. Morning! Look at my shoes. That's not 
going to help. I gave Irving my Doc's for a couple grams of meth" 

I swerve to avoid a big rig. "Starr, Twisted bitch. A couple of 
weeks ago she told me that I could pass for Jesus, sunken eyes, 
ribs showing, greasy hair. Once in high school, she asked a 
priest if she'd go to heaven or hell for sucking Christ's dick. He 
said he didn't know but he'd certainly give her an A in the class." 

"Where's my Chap Stick?" 

Jacket pockets, no it's not there. 

"Darvocet, Minithins. I'm passing Cal Poly Pomona. 57 exit 
ahead. Starr never lost faith in the church or the priesthood. She 
said that Father Alvarez was just a man not god and men do 
things for themselves. Traffic congestion on the freeway is 
increasing. Check jacket pocket. Two sugar cubes and a bottle of 
Percodan. She's been trying to get me to go to church. 'It could 
be really fun' she says. 'One tab of acid and a Seconal, the Lord 
does not want his children to have bad trips.'" 

"Where's my Chap Stick? It's her fault. She introduced me to 
Irving. Check pocket. Camel Filters and lipstick. Seconal red 
lipstick. Irving's favorite color. Light a smoke. Stop, hold the 
presses." I hit the interchange unto the southbound 57 freeway. 

"If I didn't say this before, let me say it now, I'm so fucked. When 
you're driving you tend to believe no one can see you." 

A man looks over from his car at me and begins to laugh. The 
man is laughing so hard in fact that he drifts into the other lane 
and nearly hits a Mercedes. 

"Starr introduced me to Irving about a year ago. He gave me a 
hug and would not let go. If he wasn't my new meth connect I 
would have punched him. Irving hates meth, loves men and 



dope. 'You tweekers'". I make the best Irving voice I wish you 
could hear it. "'It's such a love hate relationship.' I'm trying not to 
laugh, 'fucking freaks! Do you know why most tweekers end up 
living in the desert. Paranoia. That car's following me, it's the 
cops. That guy is looking at me, he's a cop, cops cops cops. I 
may have to drive farther but a least some innocent kids don't get 
killed when some lab explodes.'" 

"Where's my Chap Stick? But meth is how Irving affords the finer 
things A Saab, syringes, fine silverware, an art-deco style lighter 
in the shape of a 1955 Thunderbird. He says the boys like it. 

Look kids Cal State Fullerton." I light another cigarette. 

"Check my pockets. A wad of cash and a sandwich bag half full 
of crystal. Somehow I can blame this all on Starr. Twisted bitch." I 
jump on the westbound 91 freeway. 

"The second time we went to visit Irving, our new best friend, she 
told me Irving thought I was cute. Check pocket. Last pocket in 
the jacket. Half eaten Snickers. Score, I haven't eaten in a 
week..." 

"Stop. It's hard to slam on the brakes when you are wearing high 
heels. 

I'd say I pissed my pants but I'm wearing a dress. It will be a 
million years 'til I slam into the back of this Mercedes. And even 
longer 'til I peel the air bag off my face. So while I defile this 
beautiful turquoise dress with a million sequins and a slit up to 
my ass, I'd like to thank the following people. I'd really like to 
thank Starr, for taking my Chap Stick, leaving me all her pills and 
especially for introducing me to Irving. Twisted bitch. I'd also like 
to thank Irving for this dress, these shoes, a wad of cash, meth 
and the lipstick. Fuck! Where am I?" 

My Honda is smashed into the back of a Mercedes. I jump out of 
it and in my turquoise gown run through traffic and off onto the 
city street. And into the first men's clothing store I could find, 



which is off the 91 and Euclid in Anaheim. The Asian woman 
began to laugh hysterically at the site of me in full drag and a flight 
jacket 

I approach the front door of a home with Starr in tow. It is not our 
home. We are not friends with anyone who may or may not be 
inside. It is noon. Starr has her black hair tied back. She is 
dressed in a blue cardigan with a black tee-shirt underneath. Her 
blue hip-huggers show off her midsection. She can't afford the 
jeans but she has a system. She goes into the clothing stores 
that most people who could afford these jeans would never go 
into, every morning. She buys one in her size each week but the 
other days she buys jeans in other sizes. She then sells them on 
the internet for a profit to lazy housewives. Clothes covered. 

Starr sells make-up door to door. She sells the Divine Diva line of 
make-up. The company objective is to help you enhance your 
beauty through the convenience of home shopping. She does 
this three to four times a week. Rent covered. 

Me... Well I tag along once a week on a special trip. This is one of 
those special trips. 

I do the research into the homes. I know the times when more 
than one person is at home. What the neighbors do... Numbers 
of pets... 

All of my expenses are covered. 

Starr rings the door bell. The door at 222 W. Wilshire in Fullerton 
opens. An old woman lives there, Judith. 

"Hi." Starr says. "I'm Jennifer from the Divine Diva Corporation." 

Judith begins to close the opened door. Starr begins to say "The 
objective..." Judith leaves a crack in the door. 

"Why are you here?" She asks. 

"The objective of the Divine Diva Corporation is to enhance 
your..." 



Judith interrupts, "Are you saying I'm ugly." 

"Ma'am, you are not ugly. I am doing this to make my way 


through college." 

Score! Judith opens the door and allows Starr in. I sneak around 
back as Starr enters the house. 

Score! The back door is open. Starr has Judith at the kitchen 
table. 

We are all looking for the way home. Most of us are seldom 
aware of this fact. Judith's house smells. It smells like old. ..like 
rose scented perfume and old lady talc. I go up stairs. The thing 
with middle class people is that although they don't have the 
most expensive jewelry they also don't have safes or costume 
jewelry. Little old lady jewelry boxes sitting on an antique vanity 
table. After I get the shit in a black Jansport, I leave the same 
way I came in. Starr finishes her transaction and I drive away. 

She walks home. I go to visit Irving. 

I'm sitting outside Irving's house waiting for him and Ray, his 
boyfriend, to get home from the mall or perhaps antiquing or 
some other bullshit fags do. I have a bottle of cheap vodka in a 
brown paper bag between the driver's and passenger seats. 
There was a time in this country where sexual perversion was 
kept secret now it's out in the open. The drug addict is the new 
queer. We keep our nature a secret. Even if an addict quits it is 
always shameful to ever have indulged in excess. Any person 
worth living can moderate their intake of chemicals especially 
alcohol. College is for experimentation not exploitation or 
addiction. Fake your moods... fake your personality... faux you 
replaces faux fur. 

There are two little girls playing on the street. They begin to laugh 
and pinky-swear. I imagine the Joy and Starr would have done 
that as children. They've known each other for that long. They 



came to be friends just after Starr's mother died. I take a hit of 
the vodka. . . I nearly drink half of the fifth in the one little drink. 


I'm guessing it's a couple of days later because I woke up with a 
broken whiskey bottle in my hand. The dating game is on the 
television, Mercy must be home. Starr can't stand when Mercy 


comes to visit. Mercy, well Mercy is my room mate... She hates 
me. Starr must have gone out with Joy. 

Well the dating game reruns are indicative that Warren has come 
over to break a piece off of Mercy. She's a fucking cunt. And she 
likes that Warren treats her like a cum-dumpster. It's nine in the 
morning and they are fucking on my couch. Warren finishes up 
and walks past me as though I were invisible. Mercy covers 
herself up. 

"You're fucking gross Carl." She yells at me. "You can't look at 
me that way." 

"I believe if it weren't physically possible to look at you that way, I 
couldn't do so." 

"Fuck you, du..." Warren says from the kitchen. 

Warren could be the Chinese Government's perfected clone of 
Bruce Lee. Something about his eyes because he shaves his 
head and most of his body is tattooed; nearly all of his body. 

"It was nice to see you Mercy..." Warren says as he puts on his 
pants and leaves the apartment. 

"Couldn't you do that...?" I say pointing at her room. 

"Fuck you, Carl." Mercy gets up and goes into her room with a 
sheet wrapped around her. She slams the door. 

It smells like whiskey in the kitchen. I must have hit Warren with 
the bottle. Fucker is built and a tough motherfucker. I go back into 



my room to check for some speed on the nightstand. 


After I hit the pipe, I hit the shower. My stomach tends to hurt if I 
eat too much after smoking speed. I have a piece of bread and 
head to my other job. 

My other job is in Santa Ana. I work for the county of Orange as a 
clinical psychologist. Three days a week I work as a psychiatric 
evaluator. I work on the PET team... We are the psychiatric 
evaluation team in central Orange County. 


Most days are spent emailing mail order brides in Russia. I get so 
much spam that every once and a while I just decide to string 
them along. Usually they ask for money. ..it's a total scam. About 
every other day I get an email from Svetlana or perhaps 
Kseniya... 

Kseniya thinks I work at a video store but today she is still asking 
for $200. She needs to borrow it for rent... she lives with her 
parents and they had a family emergency. Her father had to take 
off work thus the shortage of cash. 

Starr has no idea this is how is spend most of my time at work. 
She believes it's all about listening to patients and going on calls. 
No... no... most of my day is dead time. Sitting writing letters to 
men in Russia posing as women... my love endures forever; 
darling... I wish I could send you money so we can be together. 
My boss tends not to care as long as I can focus on my job. I 
click on send... to Russia with love. 

I work 16 hour days. I get two hours in the middle to rest but 
since most of the time is down time anyway I just pass through it 
and continue with paper work and hit the pipe in my car as I go 
through the McDonald's drive thru. My boss is the psychiatrist for 
our location... she prescribes me sleeping pills for my insomnia. 

I'm doing a balancing act on a couple of editions of The 
Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders. 



"What are you doing?" Dr. Clein asks as she pushes the door to 
my office open. I have my IPOD on full volume. ..Bad Religion. 
This whole standing on books balancing helps me relax and 
think. Some people drive, draw, masturbate or whatever, I stand 
on DSM's. I nearly fall on my head... my boney ass breaks my 
fall. 

"Thinking. ..I'm just thinking." I stammer or did I mumble? I leap 
to my feet and almost fall again. God hates me. I have a PhD in 
clinical Psychology and I act like a child. ..things should be 
different; I should be different. 


"Are the sleeping pills helping?" She never waits for a reply. "You 
should take them for an extended period of time, they can be 
habit forming." She closes the door as she leaves. 

Funny, I think my first speed-connect told me the same thing 
back in college. There were no calls today and when I get home 
no one is there... relief. Mercy may be with Warren, Starr out of 
town and Joy hopefully dead on the side of the road... depressive 
bitch. 

I have the next couple of days off and so I think it is downtime. I 
change out of my suit and into some blue jeans and a wife- 
beater. I hit the street for a leisurely walk to the corner market. I 
could afford a house but I prefer this apartment in Orange. It's off 
of Del Mar, near the corner of Tustin and Meats. I'm standing in 
front of a Bevmo store... they don't sell cigarettes so I run across 
the street to Target first. 

She's beautiful, you know, Starr... I think of why I fell in love with 
her as I pick out some Jack Daniels and cheap vodka. I pay with 
a credit card... I need the cash to pay Hector. Before she left she 
was wearing a brown tank top and some black Capri's... 

"I'll see you in a couple of days." She yelled from the street 
below. I was hanging out the window spitting whiskey at her. She 
may have said she was going to Vegas... for a porn convention. 



"Slut, cunt... you're fucking trash." I almost fall out of the window, 
serves me right for telling this woman such things. Perhaps she 
doesn't take anything I say seriously. Who would take a drug 
addicted psychologist seriously... oh yeah, my colleagues and the 
patients I diagnose. I slip Hector a fifty as we stand behind the 
dumpster. I walk home... it smells like rotten whiskey and sex. 

In this order I spend the next several hours: Open the window, 
open the vodka, roll a joint, smoke the joint and hit the bottle. . . 
close the window the cops can smell the pot. I hit another joint 
and finish off the vodka. It's smoky so I open the window and turn 
on a fan. 


"I'm hungry." I say in a daze... 

"Well, sir, you called Pizza Hut." I'm talking on the phone? 

"Two of whatever specials you have." 

"Forty-five minutes, can I get your name?" I'm still astonished I 
even got this far, usually they hang up or I just drop the phone 
and fall asleep with the munchies. I finish up on the phone and 
open a bottle of whiskey. I often crack the door in case I pass out. 

Someone is knocking me on the head... "Sir, your pizza?" A 
confused delivery boy says. This guy has a huge fucking zit on 
his forehead. 

"You have a huge fucking zit on your forehead." 

"Thank you for noticing, like I don't already have a complex, 
asshole." He pulls the twenty out of my mouth and throws the 
pizzas into my lap. My thumb is in the neck of my whiskey bottle 
so I don't spill any. 

That pimple fucked shit ran off with one of the joints I rolled 
before I passed out. 


Fuck you." He says running down the stairs into his running 



Toyota Four Runner. I pull my thumb out of my whiskey bottle 
and press the mouth of the bottle to my lips. I have puke on my 
boxers. My cock has chunks on it. It reminds me of getting 
blowjobs in college. The pizza boxes are sitting next to me, half 
open. There isn't any puke on them. 

Getting to my feet I notice I only have one sock on... I'm a 
disaster. Wrecked and wretched, I place the pizza into the fridge. 
I take a piece out of the box and sit at the table. After I eat this 
one piece, I'm gonna look for that bottle cap. 

Under the couch; no. 

In the seat cushions; not so much. 

At some point I pass out on the floor. At some point, a day later 
or so Mercy and Joy come in and begin to argue in the kitchen. 


"Take the gun out of your mouth, Mercy." Joys says. 

"I like the taste." 

"No, no, no, you don't. I'm sure." 

"This isn't one those cries for help." She mumbles as I fall in and 
out of consciousness. Speaking as a psychologist... it is a cry for 
help. 

"What happened now?" Joy asks. I'm invisible to them right now. 

"Work was shitty. My boss is going to fire me. Bill flaked on our 
lunch date and my mom is coming over." Mercy shoves the gun 
back in her mouth and mumbles "I want to die." 

"Take the gun out of your mouth" 

"No." Mercy is getting spit all over my gun. 

"What happened last week. ..let me think" Joy puts her hand to 



her temple to signify she is thinking. "A co-worker critiqued your 
idea and your boss agreed with her." 

"Yeah" the head nodding is really the signifier here because you 
can hardly understand Mercy with the gun in her mouth. 

"What did you say it was," Joy tries to grab the gun but Mercy is 
too quick. "A conspiracy? Before we go any further you must take 
the gun out of your mouth. I don't translate mumbles very well." 
Mercy placed the gun under her chin. 

"Better?" 

"I would say so." Joy said. 

I slip into unconsciousness. They continue to argue. Maybe 
Mercy is crying to the wrong person. 

What am I doing in bed? The last thing I remember I was lying on 
the floor; Mercy was trying to kill herself, again. The place doesn't 
stink. I jump to my feet. 

"Starr?" I scream. "Are you home?" 


No answer. She often doesn't answer when I ask stupid 
questions. Bitch. 

"Yes, I'm home. Who else would clean your apartment?" She 
says as she walks into the bedroom with a cup of coffee. 

"Thank you." I try to take the cup. 

"It's not for you, douche bag." She sets it on the nightstand and 
punches me in the throat. "Asshole quit bringing that shit here." I 
fall out of bed choking. Usually my throat stays closed for a 
minute of so. I hate it when she does that. The larynx seizures 
when it is punched. "You're going to lose your job." 


I get up from the floor. 



I massage my throat. "Where's Mercy and Joy?" I cough. 


"I sent them away." She slurped some coffee. "I came home to 
Mercy trying to kill herself, again." 

She sat down on the edge of the bed. She drank some more 
coffee. Starr crossed her legs and I sat next to her. "Go to work." 
Starr got off the bed and walk out of the room. My head was 
banging. I looked for some remnants of the bottle of Jack I had 
been working on before I passed out, all I found were my clothes 
piled neatly at the end of my bed. The carpet was clean and free 
of any dirt, puked, piss or shit from this weekend. It's seven AM 
and I jump in the shower. As I brush my teeth my gag reflex kicks 
in and I puke into the sink. 

My equilibrium is off and I fall over when I try to lace my shoes. I 
smash my face unto the vacuumed carpet and my nose begins to 
bleed. I walk back into the bathroom to shove tissue into my 
nose. Somehow when I wasn't looking Starr came into the 
bathroom and began to clean up after me. I don't fucking get it. 

"Who are you and what did you do with Starr?" 

She doesn't answer. She never answers stupid question. "I'm 
going to sell make-up today and you are going to work to 
diagnose those sick, sick psychiatric patients who call the cops. 


You will stop picking up speed from Irving and weed from behind 
the dumpster over by the gas station." 

Irving is my speed connection. He lives in a small blue house in 
Santa Ana. I used to live in that neighborhood. Starr and I moved 
out and today she's on a 'say no to drugs' kick. 

"Quit killing yourself, asshole." She yelled as I walk out the door. 

Mercy and Joy are in the hallway as I leave. They aren't arguing 
and the gun is gone. 



"Mercy needs a ride asshole." Starr yells as she slams the door. 
"Maybe she should get her own car." 

Mercy follows me out to my car. "Where are you going, then?" I 
ask. 

"With you." I open the door for her. 

"You are going to work with me?" 

"Carl?" Mercy says. "You are a good guy. I'm trying to help you 
get clean." 

"You are one to talk. Warren was doing coke off your thighs the 
other night." 

"Fuck you." 

"No, get the fuck out of my car and go find my gun, cunt." 

I drive to work, alone. 

I'm alone in my office going through some old case files. I slept 
the whole weekend. Starr must have come home after I passed 
out. I had been awake the entire week Starr was gone. 

"We have a live one in Anaheim." My boss snuck into my office 
and scared the shit out of me. I nearly fall over. "Lets go... and 
Carl I have a script for some sleeping meds." She hands me a 
prescription for Ambien. 

The first day we worked together she asked if I thought she was 


a bitch. I was high and completely paranoid at the time, so I tried 
to ignore such a stupid question. Who does this? 'Hi I'm your new 
boss and by the way do you think I'm a raging cunt?' 'Well I do, 
now. It's really nice to meet someone far more insecure and 



neurotic than a drug addicted psychologist.' I just buried my face 
in some case files and told her I was having trouble sleeping and 
too busy to go see my private doctor. It's been three years and 
like clock work she gives me a new script every two months. 

A couple of months ago I was low on cheese and I complained 
about my leg. She gave me a script for Vicodin. My co pay was 
lower than a bag of speed from Irving and the Vicos are worth 
more to him. So I traded fifty pills for some speed. The script 
gave me one hundred but I kept half for when I needed to come 
down and get some rest. 

Right now I imagine, Starr is selling make up. On the days that 
I'm at work, she goes does door to door sales for Divine Diva 
cosmetics. She pretends to be a down and out student who 
moved to Orange County from back east or perhaps up north. 

Weekdays was normal routine, sell cheap makeup to rich women 
who did not want to leave there house except for the gym or 
lunch. The markup was subtle... the shipping charge. I dropped 
the order off. The supplies were kept in my storage unit. When 
we need more, we ordered them from the warehouse. I would 
pick those up as well. The shipping charge was triple what it cost 
use to store, pickup and deliver the cosmetics. It was all done 
local. I would park down the street where the customer could not 
see my car. I would be dressed in my old Fed-Ex uniform. 

I worked my way through undergraduate school by keeping a 
delivery job with Fed-Ex. I enjoyed the driving and seeing things, 
being in public. 

Secretly, I love Joy. . .We hardly ever speak and I think if Starr 
knew she would cut my cock off in the middle of the night. I would 
be like John Wayne Bobbitt in every way except Starr would 
throw my cock in the garbage disposal. I would be more like 


Hedwig with his angry inch. I watch Joy sleep sometimes. She 
crashes on the couch ever since I could remember. When we 
have breakfast in the morning I watch her eat. But we don't 



speak. The only time we ever spoke was eight years ago at 
Irving's. 

One of the only times we had a descent conversation I was 
sitting in Irving's back yard and some Mexican girl is there rolling 
on E and some Special K...not the cereal, ketamine. She looked 
really familiar. 

"What have you always wanted to do?" she asks me. I needed a 
trim and she was carrying scissors so I asked. I was trying to 
score some H that day I needed a come down after finals. I was 
o a run for the better part of the quarter. I slept on the weekends 
and my GPAwas a solid 4.0. 

"I would like a little hair cut." She ignored me at first and walked 
inside and when she came out she cut my hair. 

It was one of the best days I ever had. Joy tells Starr everything 
and one day Starr showed up on my doorstep and moved in. 
Starr has been known to lie but she told me Joy needed a place 
to stay because she just moved here from France. Starr was the 
first person she met in the states. Starr told me one day that she 
went to primary school with Audrey Tautou...who the fuck is that. 
So Joy, the Mexican looking French chick, began to crash on my 
couch. She cries a lot. I think it is a French thing. 

Starr is forceful but not totally psychotic. Mercy is the girl who 
trashes your life after she snubs your affections. She writes 
suicide notes, calls the hotline and your parents crying. She tells 
you to fuck off and acts like. . .well like the no was really a yes. 
She trashed my mom's house after I gave her a present. I just 
wanted to cheer her up she just got home from a 72 hour suicidal 
hold that I sent her to. 

Joy is far sweeter. She is the girl you take home to your mom if 
are one who speaks to his mother. But I just watch her. When I 
have my breakfast she smiles at me and passes me the milk. 


One day I asked her, if she was so sad why didn't she just move 



back to fucking France? She ran to the couch and turned on 
some movie. 

Starr came out of the room and told me Joy can't go back. 

"She left France to trying her luck in American movies." Starr 
slapped me before I could even get the next sentence out. What I 
would have said was that she was making quite the dent in 
American pornography. So Joy the sweet quiet girl who talks 
Mercy out of killing herself on a daily basis is addicted to party 
drugs and cock. Well she was addicted. Now she just cries a lot 
and helps Starr with her business. Her brother found one of her 
movies in the porn shop near there home in Pierrevert. Pierrevert 
is near Avignon. When she got the phone call from her mother 
and she was told to never come home, she stopped making 
movies. That was seven years ago. 

She tried to do the right thing and send home money from each 
movie. She was really quite smart about the whole affair. Very 
clinical, just a great actress on screen, following the direction she 
was given. But now she just cries. I don't know if she feels shame 
for what she did on screen, with the drugs or maybe she just 
wanted so save face with her family I never judged her, I'm just 
happy she isn't on heroin or a crack whore. It seems it was all 
down hill for her if she was bumming it at Irving's. After she quit 
the business she sent all of her money to France. 

I follow my boss into the little house in Anaheim. On the DVD 
player is a Happy Valentine movie that was Joy's screen name. 
Neighbors called about a man who hadn't been out of the house 
in several days. The police found him the bathtub. 

Often, I'm not all there. But on the cover of this particular Happy 
Valentine movie, Joy was holding scissors, the title was Happy 
Endings. It was a porn horror, heavy on the porn... that's probably 
why she was holding those scissors all those years ago. But I 
was just a stupid drug addicted college student not the genius I 
am today. Today I'm a great psychologist. And the guy in the 



bathtub well his wife just left him and he shut himself inside for 
the last week. 

He had been watching Valentine movies for the past week and 
crying... fucking pathetic. Who does that? Joy watches romantic 
movies and cries. I get that. Why didn't this dude send flowers or 
something. ..he just shut down. He could neither kill himself nor 
take care of himself. 

Sometime after watching the movies and well... he came into the 
bathroom, drew a bath and slipped into a catatonic state for the 
past three days. Police found a loaded 9 mm on the table. Before 
the bath he was cleaning his gun, among other things. He wasn't 
actually cleaning that... waxing it maybe. 

The ambulance arrived and took the man out of the tub. He'll 
spend a couple of days at the UCI medical center in Orange. 

I may have led you astray earlier. You may believe that I don't 
know where my gun is. I do know where my gun is. It is in my 
coat. I used to have a shoulder holster when I was in college. 

This freaked out most everyone who may have caught a glimpse 
of the butt of my nine millimeter. Soon after Starr moved in she 
sewed a holster into each suit coat I own. It was very quite simple 
for her and my gun would be completely concealed under my left 
armpit. 

The gun is register and I have a permit to carry. I just think it is 
very unprofessional to carry and meet with patients. I don't want 
my boss to find out about my double life. I refer so many addicts 
to treatment facilities I just think about how bad it would be. It 
would be to get locked up in a treatment facility but that shit. I 
don't have a problem. I am educated enough to know the 
warning signs of addicted behavior. 

I reach into my coat, open the Velcro flap and bring my gun out. 
Every time Starr comes home to find Mercy playing with my gun 
she puts it away in one of my coats and locks the closet. I should 
learn by now that leaving my coat on the couch is a bad idea. I'm 
in the parking lot of the Block of Orange. It is across the street 



from the UCI Medical center. I cock my 9 mm. 


A couple of days ago I admitted a man to be held on suicide 
watch. No belt. No shoelaces... No personal possessions. Earlier 
I went to check on his case and much to my delight he was 
admitted for a month. No Happy Valentine movies for awhile Jim 
or does he prefer James. 

I'm sitting in this parking lot, putting my Glock 9 back into my coat 
after I chambered a round for a very specific reason; I'm doing 
Irving a favor. I'm making a sale for him. I should know better. If I 
sell some speed Irving will give me a cut. I do this little something 
and I get some crank. It's really a nothing of a favor really I don't 
why I am sketching so much. Maybe it is speed psychosis... I 
should take another break. I'd tell myself I should quit but it is a 
hollow threat. 

Knock. Knock. There is a knock on my window. I must have fallen 
asleep. I need more shit. This guy has a beanie and it's April. His 
face is dripping with sweat. This has to be my guy. He is some 
kind of genius. 

"Roll down the window." He says as he puts his right hand in his 
pocket. I put my hand in my jacket. I use my left to roll down the 
window. 

"Here you go." He pulls out a wad of cash and I produce a bag. I 
take the roll of cash and count it as I lay two eighths of speed on 
my lap. 

Count, count, count. 

"There you go." I hand him the eight balls and I drive away. Irving 
gave me an eight ball to do this. He didn't want to be bothered 
tonight. His new man was coming over. Irving goes through boy- 
toy's faster than a four-year-old boy goes through toy cars. Every 
couple of days some new toy comes home from some club. 

What can I really tell my dealer about his lifestyle? He sells me 



drugs. If I piss him off with some self righteous bullshit he cuts 
me off. What he does with his cock is his business. And his other 


business is to supply me with shit. Earlier I was his bitch. I was 
doing for Irving what so many men have done for him before, 
doing a little job. Tonight I came out ahead. 

I drive to Santa Ana to meet with Irving. I hand over his cash... 
count, count, count. ..He hands over my eight ball. I'm sitting on 
his couch. Some Asian kid in purple hot pants is giving Irving a 
back massage on a purple colored portable massage table. 

The speed is for later, I took a couple of vicos earlier and now I'm 
finishing a pint of vodka. Irving may let me crash on his couch. I 
need a day or so away from Starr and Mercy. I'm trying to get rid 
of Mercy but she just keeps coming back. Starr is in school, part 
time. Some days Joy goes with her. Once or twice in the two 
years Starr has been in school Mercy tried to follow her. My poor 
girl, it ruined her day and she almost got kicked out of school. 

Mercy doesn't do much. Although she has a job, she stays home 
and tries to kill herself or goes out with Warren. You can't imagine 
how much I hate Warren. 

"You can't sleep here." Irving's man slaps me in the face. 

"Do you have a cousin named, Warren?" I mumble. 

Irving gets off the table and kisses his man; I didn't catch his 
name before I took the vicodin, the Ambien and the vodka. I'm 
useless right now... I should keep my mouth shut and walk out 
the door but... 

"What's your name?" 

"Carl." Irving interrupts. "You need to go." 

I'm tired of being pushed around so I pull my Glock out. I'm 
fucking wasted... and Bruce Lee does some fucking trick kung fu 



move. His trick kung fu move is gently taking a gun out of the 
hands of an inebriated man's hands. I'm pathetic. He drops the 
magazine out of the grip and empties the chamber. He hands the 
bullets over to Irving and tucks the gun back into my suit coat. 

"Sugar, my name is Ed." He taps me on the ass as he guides me 


out the door. Ed walks me to my car. I unlock the door and fall 
inside. 

"You could sleep in your car if you want but this is Santa Ana. I 
would drive home, if I were you." He tries to kiss me and I try to 
punch him. One of us was far more successful. I drive home 
ashamed I could not have stopped his advances. Trick kung fu... 
ancient Chinese secret. I don't really remember how I wound up 
on the couch next to Joy but I did 

It is six thirty in the morning and the local morning news is on. 

"We have some breaking news from the San Fernando Valley, 
Tom Fields on location." The very attractive newswoman says. 
Joy's head is in my lap... I'm not sure I want to disturb her. A 
funny looking man comes on the screen. 

"Patricia, most people know that the San Fernando Valley is the 
porn capital of the world. Yesterday this was the set of one of 
those films. And today one of the stars a Phil Felatio, his real 
name was John Sanchez. Patricia, I can't discuss the details on 
air but they have been leaked onto the internet. Back to you." 

"In other news the US government and pushed forward its 
Eugenics program into the second phase. This week thousands 
of mentally challenged and psychotic people are being 
euthanized. This comes after the success with the euthanasia of 
America's indigent population. The homelessness rate is at an all 
time low." 


I click the TV off. Phil Felatio, that name sounds familiar, not just 
because I watch a lot of porn but... I cradle Joy's head and sneak 



off the couch so I don't wake her. She looks like an angel. 


I get ready for work. Starr is asleep and Mercy is gone 
somewhere... anywhere... I don't care where. I come out of the 
shower to find Starr in our bed opening her eyes. 

"Have a good day at work." She says as she falls back to sleep. 

I'm sitting in the parking lot at work under a tree where no one 


can see me. I'm smoking speed. I need some before I go in. I 
don't have the patience for patients, today. I walk inside with my 
head down hoping no one will notice me for at least the next hour 
or so. Luck is not with me. 

"Carl." Dr Clein stops me as I pass her office. I walk into her 
office and sit in a chair right of the door. I'm doing my best not to 
grind my teeth or fidget. These are telltale signs of 
methamphetamine use. I start to twiddle my thumbs. I am fucking 
in for she knows and she is going to fire my ass because I was 
just smoking speed in the parking lot. 

"Carl, do you have any idea why I asked you in here today." I 
kind of nod, shake my head and shrug at the same time. I nearly 
fall out of my chair into the hallway. When all of a sudden she 
starts to sing... 

"Happy..." Fuck it's my birthday. And through the door walk in 
four of my co-workers one is holding a cake for me. I need to get 
out of here... I'm sketching and this is all just a little too much to 
handle and I need to check on the Phil Felatio thing. Kathy is 
holding my cake. 

Wait, wait... wait. Everyone knows that Kathy is a klutz. I stick out 
my foot oh so deviously. No one will be the wiser. And wait for 
it... and down she goes. She hits her head on the desk but the 
cake absorbed most of the impact... out the door I go. 

While the others deal with Kathy's concussion, I run to my office 



to check on the Felatio thing. It seems that the whole affair is 
detailed on a free porn site. That's fucking weird. 


It seems the whole thing is an interview with one of the forensic 
scientists: 

"Sometime during the evening Mr. Sanchez was given an 
anticoagulant. Upon examining the body we found track marks, 
indicative of intravenous drug use. This is an unofficial theory of 
what happened: the deceased was using heroin. Somehow an 
anticoagulant was introduced. Mr. Sanchez fell asleep and 


sometime later was placed on the toilet in the master bedroom. 
His penis was removed while he was incapacitated. The efficacy 
of the heroin and the anticoagulant led to body being drained of 
all blood into the toilet. It seems that his genitals were found 
ironically in a jar of pickles." 

The website went onto include a filmography. This guy was in 
three of the thirty "Happy" movies. My balls drop. Movies include 
Happy Trails, a western, Happy Accidents and Happy Halloween. 
What the fuck. 

Pure Meth is purple... as it is cut or diluted it turns white. 

Suppliers use either baby aspirin or baby laxative called 
Mannitol. Mannitol is used clinically to reduce acutely raised 
intracranial pressure until more definitive treatment can be 
applied, e.g., after head trauma. But it still makes you shit. 

Dr. Clein comes into my office as I close the browser on my desk 
top computer. 

"Happy birthday, Carl. Why did you come in on your birthday?" 

I don't answer. I just look at her as she backs out of the room. 

On my desk is a nugget of pure purple. My boss didn't notice it, 
since it is smaller than my pinky finger nail. Irving gives it to me 
pure instead of cutting it. He has a deal worked out with the 



cookers. .. I need to get over to the hospital. 


One of the things I do for Irving is provide him with Mannitol. I 
walk into the UCI medical center. I often sell to the janitorial and 
housekeeping personal. Some of these are women who've just 
given birth and want to lose some of the baby weight quick. I 
come into make a quick buck and Jorge on the night shift tells me 
he knows a guy at the coroner's office in the Valley. 

Jorge and I smoke speed in the laundry room closet before I 
head over to visit his friend. The linen is soft and bright. 

Everything has a fresh smell that soon disappears as I light the 
nugget of speed. 

I walk out to my car and drive to the Valley. 


Jorge's guy is the LA County coroner. As I drove through the 
valley I got a call on my cell phone asking me to go into LA. Right 
now, I'm looking down at Phil's body. 

"You see multiple track marks indicating habitual narcotic use." 
The coroner points to Phil's armpits. 

I nod my head. The coroner breaks out the toxicology report. 

"Heparin..." he says as he closes the file. "Heparin was the 
anticoagulant used by the killer. The drug could have been laced 
into the heroin. That is my guess." 

"Are there any leads any prints any forensic data..." 

"I wouldn't know." He says as he closes the drawer. My hands 
are slimy and I find a wet nap as I walk out the door. It's probably 
just hand sweat from smoking speed but I have a thing about 
dirty hands. More importantly Starr has a thing about dirty hands. 

As I get to my car, my phone rings. It's Starr... 

"Carl, I'll be out of town for a couple of days. . ." Starr hangs up. 



I get home to an empty house. Starr left a bottle of whiskey and 
two of my Vicodin tablets on the coffee table. The pills are in a 
prescription bottle with a label that has my name on them. At 
noon on the Friday of my birthday I turn on the local news. I take 
the pills and wash it down with some whiskey. 

I must have blacked out for the last couple of days. The TV is on 
and it seems to be Sunday afternoon. 

"Two more men in what is being called the Willy whacker 
murders were found this morning in the valley." The reporter 
announces as I pass out again. 

"Joy must have been busy the couple last nights." I mumble as I 
slip into exhaustion... slip into the ether of a dreamless sleep. 
There is no way Joy could have killed three men, let alone one, 
she doesn't have it in her. 

Warren is in my house... Why is Warren in my apartment? Mercy 


must be home. I'm sitting on the couch. The TV says it's Sunday 
night. I slip into my room before Mercy notices that I'm awake. 

The next day I'm sitting in front of my computer. The two men 
died in very similar ways this weekend. Dirty Sanchez and 
Roman Helmet they were also intravenous drug users. I called 
my contact at the coroner's office and he said he found track 
marks covered up with concealer. They were together in the 
same house one on the toilet as before and the other in the 
adjacent bath tub. To keep Mr. Sanchez from falling over, the 
killer used two leather belts, one black and the other tan to hold 
the body to the tank. 

The members were placed into hotdog buns and placed in the 
microwave. I need to make friends with the LAPD...I never 
thought I would say that. I need to know if I'm living with a killer. I 
need to know if I should be afraid of Joy taking the cock to the 
chopping block instead of being enamored with her smile. 



I'm chopping little lines of purple on my desk, the door is closed. 

I'll be up for the next couple of days but I need to figure 
something out, I'm worried about Joy. I needn't be. If she could 
do something like this then she could take care of herself. I take 
one big snort. I wash it down with a coke and a Snickers bar I'm 
going to need the sugar. 

Before I lose my appetite altogether I head over to the coffee 
shop and get a sandwich and some hot coco. Before I know it I'm 
driving north on the 5 freeway, headed for Los Angles. 

Driving while high through L.A. is a bad way to make friends on 
the LAPD homicide division. I'm filled with bad ideas. I would 
head over to skid row but it is dead, literally. I get off the freeway 
at Third Street and decide to turn around and rethink what I need 
to do, come up with a plan. 

Slowly, I drive east on Third Street... although I'm not hungry King 
Taco still sounds good. I get a couple of tacos and some 
horchata and watch the sunset in the west. My thoughts are 
never far from Joy, thoughts spiraling around the idea of how 


someone so sweet could kill her costars. Where could she have 
gotten the Heparin? Who would give her it? Why? All these 
questions floating through my mind. ..my mind never goes far 
from Joy. 

I get home and Starr left me a note and a thermos of coffee; she 
wants me to check out a neighborhood on her route for a house 
to pillage. I'll be up all night so I drive over there. I'm worried as I 
approach the beachside gated community... 

"Sir," the guy in the booth says. I know this guy I just can't place 
him. "Do you have a..." drool pours out of his open mouth. He 
must know me too. 


I dropped my... 



"Man, go ahead." He interrupts me. I fail to hesitate and drive 
through as he directs me to. 


He looked like he was from Santa Ana, maybe Irving is his 
connect. There are an infinite number of maybes in this world, I 
will worry less about them and more about the address Starr 
gave me. As a park a couple house down, I notice the strangest 
thing. ..The doors of the homes are open. I don't mean unlocked, 
wide open. And people are walking in and out. Tents are set up in 
some of the yards. Have some of the homeless migrated to gated 
communities? Is this the refuge they seek like the Frank family in 
Amsterdam? The filth of the world taking in everything abhorrent, 
every reason they moved into gated communities had to do with 
keeping the poor out and themselves clean and safe from the 
impoverished, those people responsible for criminal activities. 
Now as night fell redemption came to those who days before 
cried "kill the poor". The government listened and many regretted 
and wished they could have said "kill poverty", instead. 

The street was bathed in yellow from the street lamps and 
camping lanterns. I got out of my car and mingled within the 
crowd. This would never be a place I could pull off a job... I hardly 
thought Starr should come here to sell that shit makeup but we 
need money for things; for this and that... for drugs, mostly for 


drugs. I opened the thermos and realized it was not coffee inside 
and I was probably not from Starr. Joy had made some hot coco 
for me I gave it to a young mother holding her a little girl no more 
than five. The girl was wearing a set of pink footie pajamas... 
They looked too new. Too new to be from the Goodwill or the 
Salvation Army thrift store. I looked at my watch it was midnight 
and everyone was zipping up their tents or going into their home 
but none shut the door. 

Drug addicts often have a moment or several moments they refer 
to as a moment of clarity. A time, an instant where everything 
becomes clear to them what they should do and where there life 
will go... the only thing that came to me at this time was I could 
walk into any of these homes and walk off with there stuff I 



wouldn't need Starr to distract anyone. I could just go in while 
they were asleep. Rich people keep valuables in safes and many 
are dumb so they don't use combinations they use keys. Keys 
left hanging on walls in the entry way. Keys left in crystal bowls 
on end tables or in a foyer. This place is ripe for the pilfering. I got 
into my car and drove home. 

Maybe this would be the day I would stop going to see Irving, 
Maybe this would be the day I stopped robbing peoples home... 
Maybe I would make an accurate diagnosis instead of hanging 
onto my bosses coattails. These were the maybes of right now 
but my mind didn't go to far from Joy and her murderous 
rampage of cock amputation and bloodletting... 

What kind of girl makes you hot coco and then chops off 
someone's manhood and places it into the freezer next to the 
chocolate covered bananas? Who? I just hope to god Warren is 
not with Mercy tonight. If I'm going to be up, why must I go 
home? 

I get off the freeway at Carmenita I drive to an AM/PM and to buy 
a pack of smokes. The guy behind the counter touches my hand 
when he gives me the receipt... this is the most action I've had 
since I touched Joy's head. Starr has been sort of absent. I would 
be worried but she can take care of herself. I have faith in her. 


I get back onto the freeway, northbound interstate five. People 
always tell you never to deal with a middleman but when you are 
a drug addict your connections middle or direct are always 
needed. What you can't say to one... the other will tell you. I can't 
go to the cops for fear they may arrest Joy for murder or at least 
conspiracy. The next best thing to a detective is a reporter... it's 
sort of the same thing. I'll go over to the LA Times and see if I can 
make a connection. 

I am driving the surface streets once I get to Third Street. I've 
been chain smoking. It is four in the morning. I smoke a couple 
more cigarettes and go inside. 



I smell like smoke... the best thing is a little cologne and clean 
hands. I head over to the restrooms. I go to wash my hands and 
notice something completely strange; three knobs on the 
washbasin. Red, blue and purple... I get the red is hot and the 
blue is cold but purple. Why do they need a third knob for warm? 

I need to look closer to make sure it is warm. In little letters it 
says: warm. Seems like an utter redundancy. Cold and hot equal 
warm... maybe the plumber likes the Lakers too much. 

After washing my hands with warm water, I start poking around to 
find someone associated with the murders. Not a witness per se 
but a reporter, an investigator. Someone with the smarts and 
certain connections I can't make right at this moment. 

I take the elevator... what I should have done was to look at the 
directory and find a list of reporters or something. 

Meandering, as I often do, I see on the second floor. There is a 
man walking down the hall. He is reading a stack of papers. It is 
his copy, of his story. I hear him mutter to himself but I can't hear 
what he is saying. 

"Sir?" 

"Yes..." He answers. "Can I help you?" 

"I'm looking for someone who can help me, anyone who is 
connected with the Willy Whacker murders." 


"I'm actually writing the story." 

"Is there any way I could ask you for some of inside info. . .some 
forensic data." I stammer. 

"Like some leads I may have been given?" 

"Yeah." 


It's all just speculation but they believe it is someone in the 



industry." He stated as he walked away. "That's all I have now 
come back again." 

"What's your name?" 

"There's my office right there." He pointed to the left with his right 
hand. "The name is Larry White." 

Larry walked toward the stairs and I exited by elevator. It worried 
me that Joy may be implicated at some point in time. But in my 
heart I was sure she had done nothing wrong. 

My intention was to drive home but as they say: 'the road to hell 
is paved with good intentions.' I drove and drove just to think of 
some way some way I could help fix things. And I listened to 
music and talked to myself. Thinking out loud, thinking just to 
hear my own voice. Thinking because that is all I had left and I 
was confused and high. 

I had to cut the shit out... cut out the thing I enjoyed to focus on 
the case... focus on the task at hand. I needed sleep and I prayed 
that Warren was not at my house. I could only imagine the torture 
he was putting poor, poor Mercy through. The chick was a cunt 
but no one deserves Warren. Well maybe someone deserves 
Warren but not Mercy. 

Inside Mercy there is happiness lurking. I need to get home 
before Starr wakes to find that I'm out all night. I went home and I 
find her asleep. Sometimes she snores... it's cute in a way. I feign 
sleep and think about Joy's possible predicament. 

Warren isn't here, thank God. I went to work the next day. And I 


tried not to smoke, snort or do anything with speed... I was on 
edge the entire day. 

My boss came into talk but the discussion never happened. She 
just watched me. The watching... the kind of watching a maternal 
figure would do. She walked out of the room with a smile. 



I was doing my best not to use drugs that day... not to escape 
from the reality of my life. I tried to do more research on the case. 
I need to wait a day of so before paying a visit to the police. 

There were no calls that I knew of so I left a couple hours early. 

I wanted to help Starr pull a job before it got to dark. I drove back 
to the apartment to find Warren with Mercy I knew if this was 
going I and Starr should be nowhere near them. And the foyer 
was way too close for me. 

I'm sitting at the table in the morning. Joy pushes the newspaper 
toward me. On the front page was more news about a possible 
lead in the 'Willy Whacker' murders. The paper did not tell who 
the suspects were but only that some of the suspects were in the 
porn industry. 

"What do we do, Joy?" I get up and place my cereal bowl in the 
dishwasher. She is silent. I storm out of the house leaving my 
gun locked in a case. No one has the key except for me. 

All the murders took place in the valley so I went to the police 
station there. The LAPD wasn't the most accommodating but I 
made the most of my five minutes in the station. When you walk 
into a police station seeking answers you should ask question 
instead of... "I have a possible lead on the 'cock chopper' 
murders". Well, I was immediately arrested. 

I was thrown into the back of a cruiser and driven downtown. I 
wasn't privy to the conversation seeing that I was knocked out at 
the time. The officers assumed anyone asking questions about or 
having leads on the murders was the murderer and should be 
beaten just short of death. 

It's never that they don't want to kill you. It's that death would be 


too good for a man who would chop off another man's manhood 
or kill a police officer. I felt the same way and I was concerned 
that I was living with a woman who could do this to former, for 



lack of better words, 'lovers'. 


The thing about Miranda Rights is... often they are not read to 
you until you get to where they want to take you and today LA's 
finest took me to a holding cell in the Los Angeles central jail 
lovingly referred to as the twin towers. My face was bloody and 
droplets rained on the concrete from an open wound on my face. 
I was a mess. I was beaten and bloody and in a jail cell with five 
drug addicts and one drunk. The smell gave the odd bird away. 

The junky was asleep while the tweakers walked around and 
argued with each other, the jailors, the sleeping junky or the wall 
when no one else would listen. I let the blood drain out of my 
nose as the arresting officer spoke... 

"You have the right to remain silent..." 

I did remain silent as the blood ran onto the concrete. 

"You have the right to an attorney..." 

One would have to be provided for me. 

"Do you understand these rights as they have been read to 
you?" 

"I do." I whimpered. He walked out of the cell and slammed the 
door closed. After that the whole day went to shit. 

"What do you know about the 'cock chopper'. ..Are you the 'cock 
chopper'?" 

"I'm not the guy but I know a woman who..." Did I mention the 
whole day went to shit? I wasn't going to be released soon and 
Joy was being arrested by the time her name left my lips. For 
some reason a woman would need an accomplice and I seemed 
like a likely candidate. I had access to the anticoagulant and 
narcotics. 



What about Warren... What about Warren I mumbled through the 
blood dripping out my mouth. They seemed to think I was saying 
"what about a warrant" but I was not. 

I assume after the LAPD questioned Joy they released us both. 
They released her into my care. This seems very strange that 
they would release nice, even-tempered, quiet Joy into my 
professional care but that is the lie... there has never been 
anything professional about the care I give to Joy. 

The ride home was interesting... the drive from the Valley to 
Orange was unlike any drive I have ever or maybe will ever have 
with Joy, Mercy and Starr. 

When I met Joy her personality was already fractured. When I 
and her Starr personality began dating and sleeping together it 
was because I fell in love with her as she was not as I wanted her 
to be. Life is this way sometimes... often we see perfection and 
come to understand flaws. I only saw Joy yelling at me and had 
to comb through her personalities. 

As I drove home Joy, Starr and Mercy yelled at me... they were 
never the 'Willy Whacker' and at that time they sounded as 
though they were in harmony. How could I think this and how 
could I think that, came pure out of her mouth. I never felt so 
ashamed of trying to help someone as I did on that forty-five 
minute drive. At some point in time a miracle happened Joy went 
silent or at least I stopped listening. Her mouth moved but I only 
thought about who killed those porn stars. Was it a disgruntled 
fluffer? Someone yelled at someone because they didn't clean 
their feet properly? I thought and thought but my mind fell back to 
hating Warren more than ever and now maybe you understand 
why. 

I dropped Joy off at out apartment and drove away. I drove to the 
desert and watched the sunrise over the desert the next morning. 

I slept cold and alone in my car. I can't say I was the first time. 

The scabs on my face fell onto my shirt as I tried to rub the sleep 
off my face. The sun rose and the wind blew and I sat on the 



hood of my car. I smoked a camel non-filter and thought about 
how I could make things better which really means how am I 
going to fuck it all up, again. 

While we, Joy and I, were being questioned by the LAPD the 
'cock chopper' struck again... the paper stopped listing the screen 
names of these men. It was becoming too vulgar. I have been 
clean for like a week now and have done more damage than 
good and my schizophrenic... sorry, multiple personality disorder 
girlfriend was sleep with her other man, Warren. 

As I drove I thought about my friend Warren, the great nephew of 
Bruce Lee and how this guy could easily have done what was 
done to those men. 

Motive... What would be the motive for killing Mercy's co-stars? 
Think. . .think. . . Maybe, some sort of sick revenge against the 
industry for Joy's fractured personality. Joy is as much to 
blame... and I left her alone with the murderer. Have I ever 
mentioned that I am an idiot? 

Driving home I weave in and out of traffic on the 10 freeway as I 
merge onto the 60 and then finally the 91 . It was a stroke of luck 
that I did not get pulled over but cops tend not to pull over people 
in nerd mobiles. I would have called 911 but I've already been 
arrested once today and I think they would write off what I say as 
utter nonsense. I call as I hit the 91 freeway. Anyway, what could 
I do; I left my gun at home. 

I exited the freeway with as much fury as my Civic could put out. 
For the record most Honda Civics have little to no fury. Warren on 
the other hand has fury... 

Dressed in a little black dress with a black wig looking a lot like 
Joy, Warren has fury. Lying on the sidewalk in handcuffs Warren 
has absolutely no fury he is just some asshole impersonating a 
woman to cut the genitals off of other men. Why? That is a 
question befitting the wise old owl from the Tootsie Pop 
commercials. I'm guessing it won't take many licks to get to the 



answer. 


Sometime after the trial... sometime before Joy left... We sat and 
spoke about Warren. Somewhere during our conversation she 
shifted from my love to my patient and back again and I assume 
she was counseling me to some degree. Trying to help me 
reconcile my fractured personality, it seems that my fractured 
personality was far more apparent. 

It may take years in appeals for the courts to have their justice 
against this man who tried to fix a woman by killing her former 
coworkers, if I should even dare to use this word. Love is a 
strange business and what she did was doubly strange... but 
what of love. It seems I sound much like one of my psychotic 
patients these days. I guess this all goes back to Aesop and his 
fable of the donkey and the mule... it seems that these days I 
count myself lucky to be confused with the psychotics. 

"Carl?" Joy asked in her quiet way. "Will this ever go away." She 
asked pointing at her head. "Will I ever not be crazy, Carl" 

I kissed her and said: "All the best people are crazy." 

Two weeks later I drove her to the airport. Two weeks after that I 
left the house for the first time in two months. Bring up the past at 
the trial was difficult. Difficult in a way where you are the one who 
is brought in for question by the same police that beat you 
senseless... we often make mistakes but my getting involved with 
Joy would never be counted in that category of my life. 

I would be wonderful to say that the people in the gated 
community came out of hiding into a bright world full of hope and 
security but they did not. But miracles sometimes happen... I 
can't say that anymore. I now live in that gated community. The 
patients I see often have no place to go after beginning treatment 
and so they come home with me. It seems that taking is only a 
bad habit if you fail to take care of them. 



Immutable and Indivisible 


"The good of the grace of one soul is greater than the good of the 
nature of the whole universe" 

- St Thomas Aquinas 

Highlights 

She wants to get Ikea with her husband... Insert rod A into slot A 
and screw... But her contract says she has to put a 45 caliber 
slug in his face. It will pass through his head. It along with some 
gray matter will be lodged into the bedroom wall. Her husband 
and she are part of the third most watched television show in the 
U.S. ..Last season it was the highest rated. The show needs a 
comeback but how many times can the audience watch her kill 
her husband. But let us start at the beginning... 

School children used to start their day with the Pledge of 
Allegiance and it went like this: 

"I pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of America, 
and to the republic for which it stands, one nation under God, 
indivisible, with liberty and justice for all." 

You used to say it with your hand over your heart. 

Some school children in some schools would also say a prayer it 
went like this: 

"Our Father who art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy name. 

Thy kingdom come. 


Thy will be done 



on earth as it is in heaven. 


Give us this day our daily bread, 

and forgive us our trespasses, 

as we forgive those who trespass against us, 

and lead us not into temptation, 

but deliver us from evil. 

For thine is the kingdom, 
and the power, and the glory, 

Forever and ever 
Amen." 

Some schools would read from the books attributed to a man 
who freed his people from slavery in Egypt. The readings went 
like this: 

"Leave your country, your people and your father's household 
and go to the land I will show you. I will make you into a great 
nation and I will bless you; I will make your name great, and you 
will be a blessing. I will bless those who bless you, and whoever 
curses you I will curse; and all peoples on earth will be blessed 
through you"... 

Some schools taught you to recite the Miracle of the Prophet... 

Other schools said many things about a lot of what was once 
sacred to people. Those schools have been burned down and 
replaced with schools who teach the new motto, the only mantra, 
the greatest prayer it goes like this: 


IF IT MAKES DOLLARS IT MAKES SENSE. 



Molly says this in her school. Greed for the glory of the 
government is the only way. Greed is now the only creed. 

Her mother's way was once love and a better world for their 
family. Before she became a television actress Charlotte was a 
genetic scientist working on partial human cloning. That is the 
cloning of tissue and organs for use in transplantation and use 
for treatment after traumatic disfiguring accidents. Charlotte's 
husband did the same. For the most part, they were happy. 
Because of his early work with the military, he was exposed to a 
great many carcinogens. It was inevitable that he would contract 
brain cancer. Before he was diagnosed with cancer, Charlotte 
was able to obtain samples of his DNAfrom one of their used 
condoms. You cannot get DNAfrom gametes but there was a 
piece of pubic hair lodged in the rubber. She can't stop thinking 
about being close to him... 

When they worked together in the government labs before the 
game show Charlotte couldn't keep her hands off Joseph. They 
worked side by side and he was always the more focused on 
work. The new labs have been located in Irving, Texas for the 
past six years. It is in a television studio complex. In the 1990's 
they filmed Barney the dinosaur here. Studio eleven is where 
they keep the unfinished clones. The clones are emerged in a 
water-like solution. They are all aged to thirty-three years of age. 
Nutrition is given through an umbilical cord. Like a huge baby in a 
blue and gray cylinder. The conscious clones know nothing about 
studio eleven. The process of each of her husbands awakening 
is automated so the only time constraint is on Charlotte. Will she 
be able to kill her husband before and another clone wakes up in 
their bed. This has yet to happen. 

The original idea was to clone Joseph Grey and go on with their 
lives as if he never had brain cancer. That was not to be the 
case. A colleague, well more of a lab assistant, went from 


clueless to powerful. Hazel Franz figured out what the plan was 
and why we were working with Joseph's DNA in secret. 



Charlotte's father always said to be careful who you trust. She 
learned the hard way, the day she was called into her boss' office 
and a television director was sitting there. Nowadays they all talk 
the same and come with a soldier toting an AK-47. But that day 
he didn't speak to me. 

"Because of recent activity that has been brought to my 
attention, we are moving our cloning faculties to the number 
three super television studios in Irving, Texas." 

Charlotte Grey was marched out of the office to the lab in 
Alamogordo, New Mexico. At that same moment Joseph was 
given a lethal dose of his chemotherapy. What good was he 
when in her lab sat a clone that was almost finished growing. 

Two months from that day was the first show. 

For two months a team of scientists was brought into repeat the 
miracle of Joseph's clone and create enough of the clones to 
follow the premise of the show. Life becomes cheap when the 
bottom line is more important than humanity. So one day 
Charlotte woke up with her husband and on the first show we 
made love. She became pregnant and the audience ate it up. 

She hid herself from her love and killed him every week for the 
next six months. Sometimes she would wake up early all week 
and then on the final day Charlotte would show him she was 
prego and bam off with his head, literally. That week the writers 
gave her the choice a Shaolin spear or an axe... the axe seemed 
more reasonable. 

The day she began to clone him was the day the government 
and shortly after the audience figured out that the soul was real. 
From show to show he remembers some things about his life and 
most things from before he was cloned. The scientists don't have 
to teach him anything. He knows Charlotte is his wife and Molly is 
his daughter. What surprised him in the first season was towards 


the end when I got big and he didn't know how time went so fast. 
It was either that or the fact that Charlotte was naked holding an 
Uzi. The astonishing thing is that he doesn't remember his 



deaths. 


But right now it is the Beginning of the seventh season. In the off 
seasons the government is kind enough to let her have Joseph 
for half the year. In the off season they do normal stuff. And the 
producers continue to record everything for a highlight show at 
the beginning of the next season. 

Each day the family is surrounded by cameras and the week's 
worth of taping goes to the editors who cut it down to a one hour 
Thursday night show. This is the first week of the seventh season 
and for the last year she has thought about what would get this 
show back on top. Charlotte knows things about her husband 
that the viewers know nothing about. One day before the season 
started the crew drugged Joseph and had an inflatable balloon 
installed in his peritoneal cavity. It was filled with saline. When he 
awoke Charlotte was at work. The whole summer they had the 
best time and this was the day he was to die. 

On the nightstand sat a forty-five and a Dear John note. He was 
abnormally fat and she was leaving him. Joseph had always 
been sort of vain and the deterioration of his beauty drove him 
over the edge. Episode 121 was the highest rated show in two 
years. It was the suicide show. He placed the business end of a 
forty-five in his mouth and before the World audience in twenty 
countries, pulled the trigger. Charlotte has some creative control 
and this sort of excited her, in that strange she-married-a guy-she 
has-to-kill sort of way. she watched from her private office in 
studio eleven. 


Episode 122 

Irving, Texas is a city dedicated to the death and recreation of 
Joseph Grey. Everyone is on the show somehow. Everyone has 
something to do with the show; scientists cloning Joseph, extras 
at McDonalds and every once in a while an audience 
participation slips by security. Someone with a gun slips in with 
the residents of Irving and puts two in Joseph's head. Blood gets 
on Charlotte's new white oxford shirt and she's in a foul mood the 



rest of the day. Out of the past six seasons and one hundred and 
twenty shows only twice did this happen. Once in a McDonalds 
and the other time in a Starbucks. 

"I'll have two shots." He said. 

"You only need one..." The gunman said while pulling out a 
Desert Eagle. What could Charlotte do really? Get out of way. 
That was the only logical conclusion they have plenty of copies of 
him. This is the way episode one twenty-two ended. Everyone in 
line ducked and the bullet broke the glass doors behind Joseph 
Grey. 

Five of the twenty television studios were converted to cloning 
laboratories. Most of the town's income comes from 
transplantation. Skin for burn victims come from studio thirteen. 
Lines of refrigerated trucks loaded with body parts leave Irving 
each day Some of the studios grow skin by the sheet and other 
use the older method of growing a body and harvesting the skin 
that way in order to use the organs for transplantation and 
fertilizer but this is giving way to a new method. Grow a new you 
if you were born with defects. There are talks that in twenty years 
the President may allow parents to grow the babies in the 
laboratories... doing away the pregnancy and pregnancy related 
deaths but now we can just clone the mother if something 
unthinkable were to happen. 

The other fifteen studios house lower rated televisions shows on 


the Nations Network, the only network of television in the U.S the 
city lives and breathes science and entertainment. Actors now do 
all their own stunts and the ones that don't are fired. Sometimes 
the Network follows them with a flamethrower and torches them 
just so they can clone them. The fear of being cloned is 
overcome quickly. This technique gives new meaning to the 
phrase 'you're fired'. 


In Irving nothing is wasted so whatever parts of the clone are not 
used by doctors in the US are sold as meal for cattle and other 



livestock or used as the ingredient in the best selling fertilizer. 
The fertilizer has Joseph's picture on it. 


With episode one twenty-two in the can and being edited, the 
team of scientists dedicated to taking the new clone out of the 
bottle is in motion. The liquid that suspends each clone bears 
very little resemblance to amniotic fluid. It is purple in color and is 
oxygenated. The fluid also contains a sedative to keep my 
husband sedate until a few hours after the 'birth'. His clone 
breathes the liquid much like a baby breathes amniotic fluid until 
its birth. The lights in the lab add to the overall atmosphere of the 
place. The light refracts through the bottle and a purple glow 
radiates through the warehouse of clones. Through the umbilical 
cord the clone is feed and given a secondary sedative. 

Although they could clone her husband indefinitely, the show is 
being canceled after this season barring any unforeseen events. 
There are only nineteen clones left. The last one will live out its 
natural life with Charlotte and their daughter, Molly. This is the 
deal she was granted when the show was canceled. This is what 
she knows and ignorance is bliss. 

The writers have two extra days to come up with a plot for the 
next episode. Charlotte has time to spend with Molly before she 
goes back to school. 

"Mom, which daddy do you get to keep?" 


"Last one. . ."she says as they walk into to studio eleven. 

"Can you show me which one is the last one?" 

"The whole process is automated, honey. It is out of my control 
and frankly they are all the same, dear." 

They walked through the warehouse bathed in purple light. There 
were so many bottles Charlotte couldn't believe that they hadn't 
been drained and recycled yet. The fluid still had enough 
chemicals to be made into pills and sold in pharmacies. The 



studio was far busier that it should be. 


"Ma'am," 

"A writer!" She screamed these writers were derelicts at best. 

"Why do you always yell at me?" He asked. "I have next weeks 
show." 

He gave it to Charlotte and disappeared into the crowd and 
hopefully out the door. It looked as though he hadn't shaved in 
the three days it took him to work on the new episode. Charlotte 
cracked open the folder. The more she reads the more she 
became appalled. Molly would be doing the business this week. 

"It seems you will be helping mommy this week, honey." 


Molly's Episode 

"My mom often tells people I'm seven but in fact I'm eleven. I 
think I'm ready for my own episode." Molly tells the cameras as 
they hover about her face. She swats at them like flies. She 
hates these things. Her mom lives in denial. Ignorance is truly 
bliss. This show will go on. Molly's teachers have assured her. 
This city depends on the continued production of this show. Not 
for the ratings itself but for all the advertising of the products 
Irving has to offer. 

If your kid dies of SIDS at a couple of months, have them cloned 
and aged to year five. ..no longer in danger and out of the terrible 
twos; there is no need for grief, if you can pay. No one dies of 
psoriasis of the liver. . .they are grown like grapes on a vine. . . 
completely ironic. Most of the organs are grown this way. One 
"plant" may hold two or three of your new organs. Lungs, kidneys 
livers pancreases are grown to need. 

Joseph is grown in bottles. The production scientists are hiding 



the new line from Charlotte. The scientists assure her that 
production has halted and moved the old line to the front of 
studio eleven. The new line. ..Molly asked why they called the 
new ones: "the new line" and the scientists told her not to worry. 
But they moved them to the rear of the studio-laboratory. There 
are about one hundred. Molly thinks the new ones are produced 
much faster than the other production line. What is the old 
adage... haste makes waste? 

The writers have titled this the Rasputin episode. When dad 
wakes up it will be Molly's last day in town before she's off to 
boarding school. They will have a picnic. 

The clones have an indefinite shelf life once they come to 
maturity. From inception to maturity the cloning process takes 
about twenty weeks. The clones being used this season are four 
years old. That is when my mom began negotiations to either 


limit the season to ten shows or cancel the show due to dwindling 
ratings, these clones where in the Gastrulation stage of 
embryonic development. 

Molly walks among the new clones and there is no discemable 
difference. 

"Maybe I shouldn't worry about these clones. My dad died before 
I was born." She talks to herself. 

All these years she has been raised by her mom, the teachers 
and have had very limited contact with the clones. This summer 
the scientists and production crew have been very liberal with her 
care especially with her trips to walk among the bottles. 

"Molly." A scientist says as he rushes her out of the back of the 
studio before Charlotte comes to look for her. "We know you 
have enjoyed your purple garden but it's almost show time and 
your mom is looking for you." He is rather long-winded. Most of 
these scientists loathe the sunlight as much as human contact. 



"Don't drink the champagne... it's the Rasputin episode." A 
scientist says as he shoves a picnic basket in my hands. 


"I thought it was the Yogi Bear episode." she says with the picnic 
basket in hand. 

"Just don't drink the champagne." He insists. 

In case you have not done your history... Rasputin was a Russian 
mystic. He had very unconventional beliefs. He made a great 
many enemies in high places. One day a Russian royal enticed 
him with the company of the royal's wife and cyanide laced wine 
and sweets. Rasputin was to wait for the woman in an 
entertaining room with the wine, sweets and his sweet tooth. The 
wine was drunk and the tidbits were eaten but the mystic did not 
die. There are a great many theories why Rasputin did not die 


but Molly's clone dad will not be so lucky. He will die from the 
poison. She won't need a gun... She won't need to drown him. 
The champagne will kill him. 

Molly met her dad on a blanket in a park on a warm fall 
afternoon. It was pleasant up until he beat Molly across the head 
with the bottle of champagne. She was knocked unconscious for 
a moment or two. She opened her eyes and put two slugs in his 
face before he could hit her with the inch thick bottle a second 
time. 

This may have been Molly's first episode but no clone has ever 
tried to kill before. They act docile as Joseph would have. She 
has blood all over her new orange dress. It was the color of fall 
leaves it was beautiful. Now it is trash. 

Now she's in the shower at home and all she can hear is scientist 
apologizing to Charlotte for the mishap... it is just a clone and 
Molly killed it. It made for a more exciting episode... a boost in the 
ratings... more money from advertisers. She doesn't have a 
concussion but the gash on her head will leave a scar. She can 
have a skin graft to cover up the damage in a couple of months. 



She has to figure out what these stooges have done to change 
her dad's clone. 


"Why would it attack me? Is this the way the new series will act?" 
she thought as some remaining blood ran off her face into the 
drain. 


Episode 124 

"What's going on with the last of the clones of my husband?" 
Charlotte yells at the staff. "Why was my daughter attacked? I 
should fire you all and..." they knew she would just clone them 
and rehire them. This was a hollow threat... 

"The clones are same as they have always been." One of the 
newer scientists on the crew interjects as Charlotte began 
walking through storage area of the lab. Ignorance. 

Charlotte walks though the lab and the storage area. The purple 
glow of the storage area soothes her nerves. Being close to her 
husband this way reminds her of when they were young and she 
would wait until he started snoring and would watch him sleep 
until the early hours... He would often call her lazy for sleeping so 
long but Charlotte just wanted to watch him especially on nights 
when the full moon was out. He admitted he would do the same 
in the morning but she could never admit to him she did the same 
at night it would ruin the experience. 

"It feels as if something is going on in this place but I can't put 
my finger on it." She says as she touches one of the empty 
bottles. She places her hand on the area where her husbands 
head would be. She walks back to her office. She closes the door 
and reads the new packet from the television production staff. 

"The clone will wake up in our bed as usual on Tuesday... blah 
blah blah. ..skip to the end. ..candlelight dinner. ..Rohypnol in the 
wine. ..Molly helps me hang him from a fan in the bedroom and 
we sit and wait until he wakes up and topples the chair 



underneath him. I shoot him in the face if it doesn't go as fast as 
the producers need it to go. It all ends that Saturday... the film will 
be in the can and the clone in the crematorium or ground for 
gourmet dog food." She tosses the script on the desk 

At about noon the phone rings and it is Joseph... 


"Honey do I look better with my clothes on or off?" Charlotte 
hangs up the phone and rushes out of the office. A Tuesday 
afternoon quickie... no one on the production staff stops her. This 
must be in a part of the script she failed to read. It is not. The 
staff taps the phone calls and well nothing like this has ever 
happened she is just so overwhelmed with desire... so horny for 
lack of better words. 

She rushes home to find Joseph has made lunch out on the 
patio... fresh fruit, vegetables and a couple of pieces of chocolate 
for dessert. He's not sitting at the table... the house seems to be 
empty but soft music is playing. Charlotte sits and begins to 
munch on the carrots. She dips some zucchini in the ranch dip. 
Some iced tea and coffee is in the middle of the table. After that 
she doesn't remember much. 

Charlotte is delirious and the sun is down or is she locked in the 
closet. She opens her eyes to find Joseph over her with an axe. 
The next thing she remembers is that blood is all over her and 
her husband's forehead has a gapping hole. 

"Mom?" she hears Molly through the ringing in her ears. She 
begins to untie Charlotte. The week did not go according to the 
script. She is not naive... something is going on and it is out of 
Charlotte's control. Something is going on behind her back to ruin 
the last season of the show. 

"Mom, are you alright?" Molly asks as Charlotte lies beneath 
another dead clone. 


'You must tell me what is going on. 



Episode 125 


"What you are telling us changes nothing." The producer says as 
he pushes the next episode at Charlotte. 

"I refuse to work past this season." 

"If you do we will fire you." 

"You would turn me into a clone to be on this show?" 

"That's a stupid question. Of course we would. This show is more 
important than you. The whole economy of the city functions by 
means of the show. How do you know you aren't already a 
clone?" Irving had become a Mecca for those seeking medical 
care requiring tissue transplantation. The best doctors and 
subsequently the best reality television came from Irving, 
although strange when looked at from your perspective, it works 
for them. 

"How would I know...?" Charlotte gets up from the chair she is 
sitting in. "I think I would know. I think I would know. Molly would 
have told me." 

"You will do the show as planned and we will continue with this 
season and prepare of the next season." The producer motioned 
for Charlotte to sit and she did. "I am going to go through the 
show with you and you will be free to ad lib where you see fit." 

Molly was wondering around the lab as usual. No real 
supervision was going on. There was nothing to supervise really. 
Well there was but it was overlooked. The whole process of 
hatching a clone was automated except for the trip to the Grey 
boudoir. Automation necessitates the use of computers. Molly 
found where the computers that governed the process were. 
Could she hack the computers? She could not, at least not right 
now. 



What Molly did not know was that she did not need to hack the 
computers. All she would need to do was to sit at the computer 
and take it out of sleep mode. She could then bring up the 
program that controlled the hatching process. The program was 
actually called HATCHING and in the program files. There would 
be nothing to it. 

Charlotte got up from the desk she and the producer were sitting 
at. She walked out of the office and into the lab to meet Molly. 

"Mom, are you going to need my help this week?" 

"You need to watch my back honey I think something is going 
on. 

"Mom, by definition something is always going on." 

"Well we have until Friday to think this whole thing over. The 
audience polls how they like a date sort of episode. Something 
about... I'll tell you later, honey" what Charlotte was going to say 
and Molly already knew was that the audience craved the subtle 
sexual tension that had been going on. Especially in the last 
episode, seeing that Charlotte was tied up and all, gave ratings a 
boost. 

And Friday came long... And Friday would go out with a bang. 

Charlotte stalked her husband. She was delighted to do so. It 
was the substitute for sex and true intimacy because for as long 
as they have been on the game show she lied to him. These 
aren't the little lies, like: "is my face sagging" or "is the gray in my 
hair a turn off. This was the big lie like the nature of our 
relationship and why am I here. It wasn't the little lie like: "if I had 
alopecia would you find me gross"... it was that he was not really 
Joseph but really Joseph at the same time. It was in the killing of 
her man that he became false. 


This week she was to drive him batty by feeding him too much 



salt and subtly insisting he was going to be killed and meat was 
murder. Joseph always thought twice as to where his food came 
from but he seldom gave it a second thought. Joseph became 
despondent and lazy as he sat in his room. 

In Irving, Texas there is a lot to think about when you are the 
center of attention and you hide this from the audience. Norr AN 
has a clone that came to visit Joseph she wanted in on the 
action. ..killing of another clone is pointless. Joseph sat with 
Charlotte eating food as others passed they would make 
comments that he felt were directed towards but were altogether 
innocuous. The Queen sat eating the same food and slyly smiling 
as if the ham was him. 

"Oh Charlotte please don't kill me anymore." 

She sat waiting in the restaurant while he sobbed into his food. 
She wondered why she shouldn't kill him. What is in it for her? 
Elsewhere Molly was setting the clones free: free to do as they 
wished. ..free as the wind. Charlotte could not kill anymore. The 
clones would run rampant on the city of Irving destroying... They 
shared one mind and with the one mind the went about pushing 
out those who failed to see the beauty in being a clone... the 
beauty of life whether one is a clone or not. 

They stood at the television producers doorstep yelling and 
scream as if for once the monster of Frankenstein had someone 
to stand up for him. They beat down the door and screamed that 
life is in fact wonderful. 



